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FOREWORD 


At  the  suggestion  of  Anna  Mellen  Stearns,  and  in 
fulfilment  of  her  design,  this  book  for  daily  reading 
has  been  prepared. 

The  selections  have  been  chosen  for  their  cheerful 
courage  and  simple  trust,  and  are  free  from  tendencies 
to  introspection.  The  aim  has  been  to  provide  for 
young  people  a  grateful  thought  for  every  day;  to 
help  them  to  see  God  and  to  love  him  through  his 
familiar  gifts  of  home  and  friends  and  simple  fireside 
joys;  to  lead  them  to  feel  a  heavenly  Father's  love  in 
earth,  sky,  and  sea,  in  rocks  and  trees,  in  birds  and 
flowers, —  in  all  that  he  has  made, — and  to  teach  them 
to  remember. 

Should  the  "Forget-me-not"  circle  be  enlarged  to 
include  many  older  readers  who  rejoice  in  the  youth 
of  the  spirit,  and  "A  Year  of  Happy  Days"  go  on  for 
a  lifetime  of  happy  years,  the  purpose  of  the  book  will 
be  more  than  fulfilled. 


Grateful  acknowledgment  is  made  to  the  publishers, 
Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  Little,  Brown  &  Co.,  The 
Century  Co.,  Small,  Maynard  &  Co.,  and  Harper  and 
Brothers  for  the  liberal  use  of  copyrighted  material 
which  has  made  the  book  possible ;  also  to  the  many 
authors  from  whose  poems  selections  have  been  taken. 

Verses  from  "  Easter  Bells"  and  other  poems  by  Mar 
garet  E.  Sangster  are  quoted  through  special  arrange 
ment  with  Harper  and  Brothers.  Poems  by  Helen  Hunt 
Jackson,  Louisa  May  Alcott,  and  Emily  Dickinson, 
have  been  used  through  special  arrangement  with  their 
authorized  publishers,  Little,  Brown  &  Co.  "Poems," 
by  Sidney  Lanier,  "Poems  and  other  Verses"  and  "A 
Little  Book  of  Western  Verse,"  by  Eugene  Field,  and 
"  Poems  and  Ballads,"  by  Robert  Louis  Stevenson,  have 
been  quoted  through  special  arrangement  with  their 
authorized  publishers,  Charles  Scribner's  Sons. 
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When  to  the  flowers  so  beautiful 

The  Father  gave  a  name, 
Back  came  a  little  blue-eyed  one  — 

All  timidly  it  came ; 
And  standing  at  its  Father's  feet, 

And  gating  in  his  face, 
It  said  in  low  and  trembling  tones, 

And  with  a  modest  grace, 
"  Dear  God,  the  name  thou  gavest  me, 

Alas!  I  have  forgot." 
Kindly  the  Father  looked  him  down, 

And  said,  "Forget-me-not." 

—  EMILY  BRUCE  ROELOFSON 


XI 


JANUARY 


Greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer ! 
Bid  him  forward! 

—  ROBERT  BROWNING. 

There  's  a  New  Year  coming,  coming 

Out  of  some  beautiful  sphere. 

His  baby  eyes  bright 

With  hope  and  delight, 

We  welcome  you,  Happy  New  Year! 

—LUCY  LARCOM. 


FORGET-ME-NOT 


JANUARY  1 

Behold,  I  make  all  things  new ! 

—  REV.  XXI,  5. 

Who  comes  dancing  over  the  snow, 

His  soft  little  feet  all  bare  and  rosy  ? 

Open  the  door,  though  the  wild  winds  blow, 

Take  the  child  in  and  make  him  cozy, 

Take  him  in  and  hold  him  dear ; 

He  is  the  wonderful  New  Year. 

—  DINAH  MULOCK  CRAIK. 

JANUARY  2 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song. 

—  PSALMS  XCVI,  i. 

Another  year  of  happy  work 
That  better  is  than  play ; 
Of  simple  cares  and  love  that  grows 
More  sweet  from  day  to  day. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

JANUARY  3 

If  any  of  you  lack  wisdom,  let  him  ask  of  God. 

—  JAMES  1,5. 

For  the  glory  of  the  winter,  the  pure  snow  on  the 
shrubs  and  trees,  we  thank  thee. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 
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JANUARY  4 

Hast  tbou  entered  into  the  treasures  of  the  snow  ? 

—  JOB  XXXVIII,  22. 

Announced  by  all  the  trumpets  of  the  sky, 
Arrives  the  snow,  and,  driving  o'er  the  fields, 
Seems  nowhere  to  alight :  the  whited  air 
Hides  hills  and  woods,  the  river,  and  the  heaven, 
And  veils  the  farmhouse  at  the  garden's  end. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JANUARY  3 

God  bath  not  given  unto  us  the  spirit  of  fear,  but  of 
power,  and  of  love,  and  of  a  sound  mind. 

—  II  TIMOTHY  I,  7. 

Dear  Father,  help  me  with  the  love 
That  casteth  out  my  fear ; 
Teach  me  to  lean  on  thee,  and  feel 
That  thou  art  very  near. 

—  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT. 

JANUARY  6 

Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread. 

—  MATT.  VI,  11. 

Back  of  the  loaf  is  the  snowy  flour, 

And  back  of  the  flour  the  mill ; 

And  back  of  the  mill  is  the  wheat  and  the  shower 

And  the  sun  and  the  Father's  will. 

— MALTBIE  DAVENPORT  BABCOCK. 
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JANUARY   7 

He  giveth  snow  like  wool. 

—  PSALMS  CXLVII,  16. 

With  mittened  hands,  and  caps  drawn  low, 
To  guard  our  necks  and  ears  from  snow, 
We  cut  the  solid  whiteness  through. 
And  where  the  drift  was  deepest,  made 
A  tunnel,  walled  and  overlaid 
With  dazzling  crystal :  we  had  read 
Of  rare  Aladdin's  wondrous  cave, 
And  to  our  own  his  name  we  gave, 
With  many  a  wish  the  luck  were  ours 
To  test  his  lamp's  supernal  powers. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

JANUARY  8 

Honour  thy  father  and  mother ;  -which  is  the  first 
commandment  with  promise. 

—  EPH.  VI,  2. 

Unto  thine  elders  at  the  board 
Do  thou  sweet  reverence  accord ; 
And  though  to  dignity  inclined, 
Unto  the  serving-folk  be  kind. 

—  EUGENE  FIELD. 

JANUARY  9 

The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  1. 

Be  like  the  sun,  that  pours  its  ray 
To  glad  and  glorify  the  day. 
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Be  like  the  moon,  that  shades  its  light 
To  bless  and  beautify  the  night. 

Be  like  the  stars  that  sparkle  on 
Although  the  sun  and  moon  are  gone. 

Be  like  the  skies,  that  steadfast  are, 
Though  absent  sun  and  moon  and  star. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

JANUARY   10 

While  I  was  musing,  the  fire  burned. 

PSALMS  XXXIX,  3. 

The  sled  and  traveller  stopped,  the  courier's  feet 
Delayed,  all  friends  shut  out,  the  housemates  sit 
Around  the  radiant  fireplace,  enclosed 
In  a  tumultuous  privacy  of  storm. 

—RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JANUARY   11 

Thou  hast  made  known  to  me  the  ways  of  life. 

—  ACTS  II,  28. 

Let  us  who  want  our  muscles  tough 
Forsake  the  tippet  and  the  muff ; 
The  keen  fresh  wind  will  do  no  harm  ; 
The  leaping  blood  shall  keep  us  warm. 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 
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JANUARY  12 

Draw  nigh  to  God,  and  he  will  draw  nigh  to  you. 

—JAMES  IV,  8. 

True  worth  is  in  being,  —  not  seeming ; 
In  doing  each  day  that  goes  by 
Some  little  good,  —  not  in  dreaming 
Of  great  things  to  do  by  and  by. 

—  ALICE  GARY. 

JANUARY   13 

Be  ye  doers  of  the  word. 

—  JAMES  I,  22. 

Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  who  will  be  clever ; 
Do  noble  things,  not  dream  them  all  day  long ; 
And  so  make  life,  death,  and  that  vast  forever 

One  grand,  sweet  song. 

—  CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 

JANUARY   14 

Thou  hast  made  him  a  little  lower  than  the  angels, 
and  hast  crowned  him  with  glory  and  honour. 

—  PSALMS   VIII,  S. 

So  nigh  is  grandeur  to  our  dust, 

So  near  is  God  to  man, 

When  Duty  whispers  low,  "  Thou  must/' 

The  youth  replies,  "  I  can." 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON, 
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JANUARY   13 

The  truth  shall  make  you  free. 

—  JOHN  VIII,  32. 

There  is  no  life's  companion  like  the  truth. 
Bind  it  with  close  forged  fetters  to  thy  side, 
And  guard  it  like  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 

—  ROBERT  BEVERLY  HALE. 


JANUARY   16 

Samuel  answered,  Speak ;  for  thy  servant  heareth. 

—  I  SAMUEL  III,  10. 

The  priest  dreams  still  of  earth.    Lo,  God  has  smiled, 
And  called  on  one  like  heaven,  —  a  ministering  child. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 


JANUARY   17 

If  we  love  one  another,  God  dwelleth  in  us. 

—  I  JOHN  IV,  12. 

He  hides  himself  within  the  love 

Of  those  whom  we  love  best ; 

The  smiles  and  tones  that  make  our  homes 

Are  shrines  by  him  possessed. 

—  WILLIAM  CHANNING  GANNETT. 
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JANUARY  18 

//£  saith  to  the  snow,  Be  thou  on  the  earth. 

—  JOB  XXXVII,  6. 

Up  spake  our  own  little  Mabel, 
Saying,  "  Father,  who  makes  it  snow  ?  " 
And  I  told  of  the  good  All-Father 
Who  cares  for  us  here  below. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

JANUARY  19 

We  love  Urn,  because  he  first  loved  us. 

—  I  JOHN  IV,  19. 

One  Heart  encircles  all  that  live, 
And  blesses  great  and  small ; 
And  meet  it  is  that  each  should  give 
His  little  to  the  All. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

JANUARY  20 

/  press  toward  the  mark  for  the  pri^e  of  the  high 
calling  of  God. 

—  PHIL.  Hi,  14. 

No  endeavor  is  in  vain ; 
Its  reward  is  in  the  doing ; 
And  the  rapture  of  pursuing 
Is  the  prize  the  vanquished  gain. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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JANUARY  21 

Day  unto  day  utter  elk  speech. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  2. 

The  ice  is  strong  upon  the  creek, 
The  wind  has  roses  for  the  cheek, 
The  snow  is  knee -deep  all  around, 
And  earth  with  clear  blue  sky  is  crowned ! 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 

JANUARY  22 

He  cast etb  forth  Us  ice  like  morsels. 

—  PSALMS  CXLVII,  17. 

Where  twisted  round  the  barren  oak 
The  summer  vine  in  beauty  clung, 
And  summer  winds  the  stillness  broke,  — 
The  crystal  icicle  is  hung. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

JANUARY  23 

He  that  is  slow  to  anger  is  better  than  the  mighty ; 
and  he  that  ruleth  his  spirit  than  he  that  taketh  a 

city. 

—  PROV.  XVI,  32. 

I  do  not  ask  for  any  crown 
But  that  which  all  may  win, 
Nor  seek  to  conquer  any  world 
Except  the  one  within. 

—  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT. 
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JANUARY  24 

Thy  will  be  done,  as  in  heaven,  so  in  earth. 

—  LUKE  XI,  2. 

All  as  God  wills  who  wisely  heeds 
To  give  or  to  withhold, 
And  knoweth  more  of  all  my  needs 
Than  all  my  prayers  have  told. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

JANUARY  23 

He  bringeth  the  wind  out  of  his  treasuries. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXV,  7. 

Whichever  way  the  wind  doth  blow, 
Some  heart  is  glad  to  have  it  so ; 
Then  blow  it  east,  or  blow  it  west, 
The  wind  that  blows,  that  wind  is  best. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

JANUARY  26 

Lord,  evermore  give  us  this  bread. 

—  JOHN  VI,  34. 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell : 
O,  to  learn  this  lesson  well ! 
Still  by  constant  mercy  fed, 
Give  me,  Lord,  my  daily  bread. 

—  JOSIAH  CONDER, 
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JANUARY  27 

Godliness  with  contentment  is  great  gain. 

—  1  TIMOTHY  VI,  6. 

It  matters  little  where  I  was  born, 

Whether  my  parents  were  rich  or  poor ; 

Whether  they  shrank  from  the  cold  world's  scorn 

Or  walked  in  the  pride  of  wealth  secure ; 

But  whether  I  live  an  honest  man, 

And  hold  my  integrity  firm  in  my  clutch, 

I  tell  you,  brother,  plain  as  I  am, 

It  matters  much. 

—  FROM  THE  SWEDISH. 

JANUARY  28 

/  will  be  unto  them  a  God,  and  they  shall  be  unto 

me  a  people. 

—  HEB.  vm,  10. 

All  nations  called  to  him  for  bread, 

From  island  and  from  continent. 

"  Give  it  to-day,  O  God ! "  they  said ; 

From  every  land  this  cry  was  sent ; 

And  lo !  from  east  to  west  his  people  went, 

The  stewards  of  his  love  to  be. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 
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JANUARY  29 

Thou  openest  thine  band,  and  satisfiest  the  desire 

of  every  living  thing, 

—  PSALMS  CXLV,  16. 

Chick-chick -a-dee-dee!    Saucy  note 
Out  of  sound  heart  and  merry  throat, 
As  if  it  said,  "  Good-day,  good  Sir ! 
Fine  afternoon,  old  passenger ! 
Happy  to  meet  you  in  these  places, 
Where  January  brings  few  faces." 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JANUARY  30 

[He]  giveth  to  all  men  liberally. 

—  JAMES  I,  5. 

A  wish  fulfilled  may  make  thee  king  or  slave ; 
I  wish  thee  Wisdom's  eyes  wherewith  to  see. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

JANUARY  31 

The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that  call  upon  him. 

—  PSALMS  CXLV,  1 8. 

Every  inmost  aspiration  is  God's  angel  undefiled, 
And  in  every,  "  O  my  Father," 
Slumbers  deep  a  "  Here,  my  child !  " 

—  JAMES  FREEMAN  CLARKE. 
Translated  from  the  Persian. 
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THE  FEBRUARY  HUSH 

Snow  o'er  the  darkening  moorlands,  — 

Flakes  fill  the  quiet  air  ; 
Drifts  in  the  forest  hollows, 

And  a  soft  mash  everywhere. 

The  nearest  twig  on  the  pine-tree 
Looks  blue  through  the  whitening  sky, 

And  the  clinging  beech -I  eaves  rustle 
Though  never  a  wind  goes  by. 

But  there 's  red  on  the  wild-rose  berries, 

And  red  in  the  lovely  glow 
On  the  cheeks  of  the  child  beside  me, 

That  once  were  pale,  like  snow. 

—  THOMAS  WENTWORTH  HIGGINSON. 


FEBRUARY   1 

Not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God. 

—LUKE  XII,  6. 

When  all  the  ground  with  snow  is  white 
The  merry  snow-bird  comes, 
And  hops  about  with  great  delight 
To  find  the  scattered  crumbs. 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 

FEBRUARY   2 

/  will  sing  of  thy  power ;  yea,  I  will  sing  aloud  of  thy 
mercy  in  the  morning. 

/  —PSALMS  LIX,  16. 

O  hearken  all  ye  little  weeds 
That  lie  beneath  the  snow,  — 
(So  low,  dear  heart,  in  poverty  so  low !) 
The  sun  hath  risen  for  royal  deeds, 
A  valiant  wind  the  vanguard  leads ; 
Now  quicken  ye,  lest  unborn  seeds 
Before  ye  rise  and  blow. 

—  ALICE  BROWN. 

FEBRUARY  3 

Search  me,  O  God,  and  know  my  heart. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX.23. 

Every  day  is  a  fresh  beginning ; 
Every  morn  is  the  world  made  new. 

— SUSAN  COOLIDGE. 
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FEBRUARY  4 

Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you. 

—  MATT.  VII,  7. 

Thanks  for  the  common  blessings  first, 
The  commonest  of  all, 
The  daily  bread,  the  manna  sweet, 
That  never  fails  to  fall. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

FEBRUARY   3 

He  telleth  the  number  of  tbe  stars ;  he  calleth  them  all 
by  their  names. 

—PSALMS  CXLVII,  4. 

The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all, 

Is  like  the  Father's  love ; 

Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

—  JOHN  KEBLE. 

FEBRUARY  6 

This  is  my  commandment,  That  ye  love  one  another, 
as  I  have  loved  you. 

—  JOHN  XV,  12. 

From  friend  to  friend  the  choicest  gift 
That  ever  love  can  give 
Is  that  which  comes  the  heart  to  lift 
Or  help  the  soul  to  live. 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 
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FEBRUARY  7 

In  Mm  we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being. 

—  ACTS  xvn,  28. 

No  human  eyes  thy  face  may  see, 

No  human  thought  thy  form  may  know ; 

But  all  creation  dwells  in  thee, 

And  thy  great  life  through  all  doth  flow. 

-THOMAS  WENTWORTH  HIGGINSON. 

FEBRUARY   8 

The  Lord  is  good  to  all. 

—  PSALMS  CXLV,  9- 

So  little  and  so  low  am  I, 
Among  earth's  mists  I  call  to  thee ; 
Show  me  the  glory  of  the  sky ; 
O  lift  me  up  that  I  may  see ! 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

FEBRUARY  9 

Let  patience  have  her  perfect  work. 

—  JAMES  I,  4. 

Could  we  forbear  dispute,  and  practise  love, 
We  should  agree  as  angels  do  above. 

—  EDMUND  WALLER. 
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FEBRUARY   1O 

Ye  shall  know  them  by  their  fruits. 

—  MATT.  VII,  16. 

We  live  in  deeds,  not  years ;  in  thoughts,  not  breaths ; 
In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial. 
We  should  count  time  by  heart-throbs.    He  most  lives 
Who  thinks  most,  feels  the  noblest,  acts  the  best. 

—  PHILIP  JAMES  BAILEY. 

FEBRUARY   11 

r 

His  arrow  shall  go  forth  as  the  lightning. 

—  ZECH. IX,  14. 

Life  is  an  arrow  —  therefore  you  must  know 
What  mark  to  aim  at,  how  to  use  the  bow  — 
Then  draw  it  to  the  head,  and  let  it  go. 

—  HENRY  VAN  DYKE. 

FEBRUARY   12 

I  was  free-born. 

—  ACTS  XXII,  28. 

I  break  your  bonds  and  masterships, 
And  I  unchain  the  slave : 
Free  be  his  heart  and  hand  henceforth 
As  wind  and  wandering  wave. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 
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FEBRUARY  13 

For  I  have  given  you  an  example. 

—  JOHN  XIII,  15. 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

FEBRUARY    14 

Both  young  men,  and  maidens  ;  old  men,  and  children : 
Let  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  CXLVIII,  12, 13. 

Good  St.  Valentine  wanders  by, 
Pausing,  his  festival  gay  to  keep ; 
Already  the  feet  of  the  winter  fly, 
And  the  pulse  of  the  earth  begins  to  leap. 

—  LOUISE  CHANDLER  MOULTON. 

FEBRUARY   13 

Who  covereth  the  heaven  with  clouds,  who  prepareth 
rain  for  the  earth. 

—  PSALMS  CLXVII,  8. 

All  sorts  of  things  and  weather 
Must  be  taken  in  together, 
To  make  up  a  year 
And  a  sphere. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 
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FEBRUARY   16 

Let  us  run  with  patience  the  race  that  is  set  before  us. 

—  HEBREWS  XII,  i. 

If  you  tried  and  have  not  won, 
Never  stop  for  crying ; 
All  that 's  great  and  good  is  done 
Just  by  patient  trying. 

—  PHOEBE  GARY. 

FEBRUARY   17 

Your  heavenly  Father  feedeth  them. 

—  MATT.  VI,  26. 

Dear  little  bird,  how  could  you  know, 
As  across  the  Park  you  flew, 
That  over  the  cruelly  frozen  ground 
I  was  scattering  crumbs  for  you  ? 

From  a  mile  away  it  seemed  to  me, 
You  saw  them  over  the  snow. 
What  a  tiny  eye  to  see  so  far ! 
What  a  wise  little  heart  to  know ! 

—  ALICE  WELLINGTON  ROLLINS. 

FEBRUARY   18 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  I  shall  not  want. 

—  PSALMS  XXIII,  1. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 
My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
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Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

—  JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

FEBRUARY   19 

In  honour  preferring  one  another. 

—  ROMANS  XII,  10. 

On  a  lone  winter  evening,  when  the  frost 

Has  wrought  a  silence,  from  the  stove  there  shrills 

The  cricket's  song,  in  warmth  increasing  ever ; 

And  seems  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost 

The  grasshopper's  among  some  grassy  hills. 

—  JOHN  KEATS. 

FEBRUARY  20 

A  little  child  shall  lead  them. 

—  ISAIAH  XI,  6. 

God  gave  me  a  little  song 
To  sing  upon  my  way  ; 
Rough  may  be  the  road  and  long, 
Dark  may  be  the  day  ; 
Yet  a  little  bird  can  wing, 
Yet  a  little  flower  can  spring, 
Yet  a  little  child  can  sing, 
Make  the  whole  world  gay. 

—  LAURA  E.  RICHARDS. 
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FEBRUARY   21 

God  is  light,  and  in  him  is  no  darkness  at  all. 

—  I  JOHN  I,  5. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light, 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray ; 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn, 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

—  ANNA  LAETITIA  BARBAULD. 


FEBRUARY  22 

Keep  my  commandments  and  live. 

—  PROV.  VII,  2. 

The  winged  years,  that  winnow  praise  and  blame, 
Blow  many  names  out ;  they  but  fan  to  flame 
The  self -renewing  splendors  of  thy  fame. 

-- JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


FEBRUARY  23 

/  -will  praise  theefor  ever. 

-  PSALMS  LII.9. 

A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 
Your  sad  tires  in  a  mile-a. 

—  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 
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FEBRUARY   24 

Many,  O  Lord  my  God,  are  thy  wonderful  works. 

—  PSALMS  XL,  5. 

T  is  a  picture  on  a  space 
Scarcely  larger  than  the  hand, 
Of  a  tiny  Switzerland, 
Which  the  wizard  Frost  has  drawn 
Twixt  the  night-fall  and  the  dawn. 
Quick !  and  see  what  he  has  done, 

Ere  't  is  stolen  by  the  sun. 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 


FEBRUARY  23 

The  blessing  of  the  Lord  mahetb  rich. 

—  PROV.  X,  22. 

How  can  I  learn  to  rule  myself, 

To  be  the  child  I  should, 
Honest  and  brave,  nor  ever  tire 

Of  trying  to  be  good  ? 

* 

How  can  I  keep  a  sunny  soul 

To  shine  along  life's  way  ? 
How  can  I  tune  my  little  heart 

To  sweetly  sing  all  day  ? 

—  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT. 
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FEBRUARY  26 

Love  never  faileth. 

- 1  COR.  xill,  8. 

God  gave  me  a  little  heart 
To  love  whate'er  he  made ; 
Gave  me  strength  to  bear  my  part, 
Glad  and  unafraid. 

—  LAURA  E.  RICHARDS. 


FEBRUARY  27 

Hear,  for  I  will  speak  of  excellent  things. 

—  PROV.  vni,  6. 

Govern  the  lips 

As  they  were  palace  doors,  the  king  within ; 
Tranquil  and  fair  and  courteous  be  all  words 
Which  from  that  presence  win. 

—  EDWIN  ARNOLD. 

FEBRUARY  28 

^He  took  them  up  in  his  arms,  put  his  hands  upon 
them,  and  blessed  them. 

—  MARK  X,  16. 

Who  gives  and  hides  the  giving  hand, 
Nor  counts  on  favor,  fame,  or  praise, 
Shall  find  his  smallest  gift  outweighs 
The  burden  of  the  sea  and  land. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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FEBRUARY  29 

Rejoice  evermore. 

—  I  THESSALONIANS  V,  16. 

Is  it  not  a  little  strange 
Once  in  four  years  you  should  change  ? 
That  the  sun  should  shine  and  give 
You  another  day  to  live  ? 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 
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moment  now  may  give  us  more 
Than  fifty  years  of  reason ; 
Our  minds  shall  drink  at  every  pore 
The  spirit  of  the  season. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

The  stormy  March  is  come  at  last 
With  wind  and  cloud  and  changing  skies  ; 
I  hear  the  rushing  of  the  blast, 
That  through  the  snowy  valley  flies. 
Ah,  passing  few  are  they  who  speak, 
Wild  stormy  month  !  in  praise  of  thee  ; 
Yet,  though  thy  winds  are  loud  and  bleak, 
Thou  art  a  welcome  month  to  me. 

—  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 


MARCH   1 

God  saw  every  thing  that  he  had  made,  and,  behold, 

it  was  very  good. 

—  GEN.  I,  31. 

God  made  all  the  creatures  and  gave  them  our  love 

and  our  fear, 
To  give  sign,  we  and  they  are  his  children,  one  family 

here.  —ROBERT  BROWNING. 

MARCH   2 

Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbour  as  thyself. 

—  MATT.  XXII,  39. 

There  are  no  fairy-folk  that  ride 
About  the  world  at  night, 
Who  give  you  rings  and  other  things, 
To  pay  for  doing  right. 
But  if  you  do  to  others  what 
You  'd  have  them  do  to  you, 
You  '11  be  as  blest  as  if  the  best 
Of  story-books  were  true. 

—  ALICE  GARY. 

MARCH   3 

/  thank  my  God  upon  every  remembrance  of  you. 

—  PHIL.  1,3. 

I  know  not  where  his  islands  lift 
Their  fronded  palms  in  air : 
I  only  know  I  can  not  drift 
Beyond  his  love  and  care. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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MARCH   4 

Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  Soul,  who  crowneth  thee  with 
loving  kindness  and  tender  mercies. 

—  PSALMS   GUI,  1,  4. 

For  an  empty  crown  is  a  bauble, 
And  he  is  a  sovereign  alone 
Who  lives  to  bring  joy  unto  others, 
And  to  make  their  trouble  his  own. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

MARCH   5 

Every  good  gift  and  every  perfect  gift  is  from  above. 

—  JAS.  i,  17. 

Ho !  Warrior  month,  my  Martins,  hail ! 
Thou  rushest  over  hill  and  vale ; 
Before  thee  kneels  the  glowing  year ; 
Behind,  thy  glittering  hosts  appear ! 
To  rescue  earth  from  icy  thrall, 
Thou  comest,  bravest  month  of  all. 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 

MARCH  6 

Blessed  is  that  man  that  maheth  the  Lord  his  trust. 

—  PSALMS  XL,  4. 

Dark  skies  must  clear,  and  when  the  clouds  are  past, 
One  golden  day  redeems  a  weary  year ; 
Patient,  1  listen,  sure  that  sweet  at  last 

Will  sound  his  voice  of  cheer. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 
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MARCH   7 

Abide  now  at  borne. 

—  II  CHRON.  XXV,  19. 

Let  others  traverse  sea  and  land, 
And  toil  through  various  climes, 
I  turn  the  world  round  with  my  hand 
Reading  these  poets'  rhymes. 

From  them  I  learn  whatever  lies 
Beneath  each  changing  zone, 
And  see,  when  looking  with  their  eyes, 
Better  than  with  mine  own. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

MARCH  8 

The  whole  earth  is  full  of  his  glory. 

-ISA.  VI,  3. 

So  simple  is  the  earth  we  tread, 
So  quick  with  love  and  life  her  frame, 
Ten  thousand  years  have  dawned  and  fled, 
And  still  her  magic  is  the  same. 

—  STOPFORD  A.  BROOKE. 
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MARCH   9 

He  hath  put  a  new  song  in  my  mouth,  even  praise 
unto  our  God. 

—  PSALMS  XL,  3. 

And  so  when  falls  our  Father's  love 
Upon  these  hearts  of  ours, 
Kind  words  and  noble  deeds  should  grow, 
Like  lovely  fruit  and  flowers. 

—  REBECCA  PALFREY  UTTER. 

MARCH   10 

Ye  are  all  the  children  of  light  and  the  children  of 
the  day. 

—  ITHES.  V,  5. 

Oh,  make  me  childlike,  make  me  glad 
As  the  joyous  brooklet,  never  sad. 
Oh,  let  my  feet  love's  errands  run, 
From  early  morn  till  setting  sun. 

—  CAROL  NORTON. 

MARCH   11 

In  wisdom  hast  thou  made  them  all :  the  earth  is 

full  of  thy  riches. 

—  PSALMS  CIV,  24. 

Little  birds  sit  on  the  telegraph  wires, 

And  chitter,  and  flitter,  and  fold  their  wings ; 
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Maybe  they  think  that  for  them  and  their  sires 
Stretched  always  on  purpose  those  wonderful  strings ; 
And  perhaps  the  thought  that  the  world  inspires 
Did  plan  for  the  birds  among  other  things. 

—  ADELINE  D.  T.  WHITNEY. 

MARCH   12 

The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right,  rejoicing  the 
heart. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  8. 

Yea,  all  that 's  lovable,  above,  below, 
That  let  me  love  by  heart,  by  heart, 
Because  free  from  the  penal  pressure  of  the  law 
I  find  it  fair. 

—  SIDNEY  LANIER. 

MARCH   13 

My  little  children,  let  us  not  love  in  word,  neither 
in  tongue ;  but  in  deed  and  in  truth. 

—  I  JOHN  III,  18. 

He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best 
All  things  both  great  and  small, 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 
He  made  and  loveth  all. 

—  SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE. 
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MARCH   14 

Speak  every  man  truth  with  his  neighbour :  for  we 

are  members  one  of  another. 

—  EPH.  IV,  25. 

All  are  needed  by  each  one  ; 
Nothing  is  fair  or  good  alone. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 


MARCH   13 

Behold  a  ladder  set  up  on  the  earth,  and  the  top  of 

it  reached  to  heaven. 

-  GEN.  XXVIII,  12. 

Heaven  is  not  reached  at  a  single  bound, 
But  we  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 
And  we  mount  to  its  summit  round  by  round. 

—  JOSIAH  GILBERT  HOLLAND. 

MARCH   16 

They  that  trust  in  the  Lord  shall  be  as  mount  Zion. 

-  PSALMS  CXXV,  i. 

O  March  that  blusters  and  March  that  blows, 
What  color  under  your  footstep  glows ! 
Beauty  you  summon  from  winter  snows, 
And  you  are  the  pathway  that  leads  to  the  rose. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 
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MARCH   17 

wo/  received  the  spirit  of  bondage. 

—  ROMANS  VIII,  IS. 

"  How  shall  I  a  habit  break  ?  " 
As  you  did  the  habit  make  ; 
As  you  gathered,  you  must  lose  ; 
As  you  yielded,  now  refuse. 

—  JOHN  BOYLE  O'REILLY. 

MARCH   18 

He  maketh  a  path  to  shine  after  him. 

—  JOB  XLI,  32. 

Ah  !  patience  !  Ere  we  dream  of  it, 
Spring's  fair  new  gospel  will  be  writ. 
Look  up  !  Good  only  can  befall, 

While  heaven  is  at  the  heart  of  all. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

MARCH   19 

From  the  rising  of  the  sun  unto  the  going  down  of 
the  same  the  Lord's  name  is  to  be  praised. 

—  PSALMS  CXIII,  3. 

The  winds  come  by  from  east  and  west, 
With  pleasant  passing  words  ; 
I  warm  my  hands  in  sunset, 
And  share  my  bread  with  birds. 

—  JOSEPHINE  PRESTON  PEABODY. 
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MARCH  20 

They  shall  spring  up  as  among  the  grass,  as  willows 

by  the  watercourses. 

—  ISA.  XLIV,  4. 

You  dear,  wee  furry  silvery  things ! 
We  touch  you  with  caressing ; 
And  pluck  your  sprays  with  eager  hands, 
And  many  a  whispered  blessing. 

—  E.  K.  STEVENS. 


MARCH  21 

Many  spread  their  garments  in  the  way ;  and  others 
cut  down  branches  off  the  trees,  and  strewed  them  in 

the  way. 

—  MARK  XI,  8. 

A  roadway  carpeted  with  palms  and  flowers, 
A  welcome  shouted  by  the  eager  throng ; 
A  thousand  voices  sing  in  David's  song, 
"  Messiah  conies,  the  nation's  king  and  ours." 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 


MARCH  22 

Now  mine  eye  seeth  thee. 


—  JOB  XLII,  5. 


He  who  calls  the  stars  by  name, 
At  his  mighty  word  they  came 
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Out  of  heaven's  deep  light  to  bless 
Life's  lemotest  wilderness. 
Every  soul  may  be  a  sun, 
You  and  I,  too,  little  one. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

MARCH  23 

With  thee  is  the  fountain  of  life. 

-  PSALMS  XXXVI,  9. 

Our  life  is  a  gift  and  the  Giver 
Can  withhold  himself  from  none ; 
The  fount  gives  itself  to  the  river,  — 
The  fount  and  the  stream  are  one. 

—  CHARLES  GORDON  AMES. 

MARCH  24 

For  lo,  the  winter  is  past,  the  rain  is  over  and  gone. 

—  SONG  Il,n. 

Year  in,  year  out,  the  fire  of  spring 
Burns  through  its  ashen  covering, 
Bursts  up  in  flower  and  scent  and  song, 
And  drives  the  laggard  March  along. 

—  PHILIP  HENRY  SAVAGE. 
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MARCH  23 

All  the  earth  shall  worship  thee. 

—  PSALMS  LXVI,  4. 

The  snow-drops  by  the  door 
Lift  upward,  sweet  and  pure, 
Their  delicate  bells ;  and  soon, 
In  the  calm  blaze  of  noon, 
By  lowly  window-sills 
Will  laugh  the  daffodils. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

MARCH  26 

Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall  see  God. 

—  MATT.  V,  8. 

The  year 's  at  the  spring 
The  day 's  at  the  morn ; 
Morning 's  at  seven ; 
The  hillside 's  dew-pearled ; 
The  lark 's  on  the  wing ; 
The  snail 's  on  the  thorn ; 
God 's  in  his  heaven  — 
All 's  right  with  the  world  ! 

—  ROBERT  BROWNING. 
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MARCH  27 

Jesus  answered  them,  My  Father  worketb  hitherto, 
and  I  work. 

—  JOHN  V,  17. 

The  mercy  that  is  warm  and  true 
Must  lend  a  helping  hand ; 
For  those  who  talk,  yet  fail  to  do, 
But  build  upon  the  sand. 

—  ELIZA  COOK. 

MARCH  28 

The  flowers  appear  on  the  earth ;  the  time  of  the 
singing  of  birds  is  come. 

—SONG  II,  12. 

The  sun  is  bright,  the  air  is  clear, 
The  darting  swallows  soar  and  sing, 
And  from  the  stately  elms  I  hear 
_  The  bluebird  prophesying  spring. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

MARCH  29 

Out   of  the  abundance  of  the  heart,  the  mouth 

speaketh. 

-MATT.  XII,  34. 

Dear  little  blossoms  down  under  the  snow, 
You  must  be  weary  of  winter,  I  know  ; 
Hark,  while  I  sing  you  a  message  of  cheer ! 
Summer  is  coming !     And  springtime  is  here  ! 

—  EMILY  HUNTINGTON  MILLER. 
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MARCH  30 

So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply 
our  hearts  unto  wisdom. 

—  PSALMS  XC,  12. 

Consider  but  this  single  day's  demands ; 

Its  dower  of  work,  its  wage  of  smiles  and  tears ; 

So  rich  with  opportunity  it  stands, 

One  day  with  God  is  as  a  thousand  years. 

—  EDWARD  A.  CHURCH. 

MARCH  31 

/  continue  unto  this  day,  witnessing  both  to  small 
and  great. 

—  ACTS  XXVI,  22. 

Year  after  year,  the  birds  will  fly 
Along  this  same  gray  mortal  sky ; 
Praise  God  I  see  them  and  can  say, 
Another  year,  another  day. 

—  PHILIP  HENRY  SAVAGE. 
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heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold  a  rainbow  in  the 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

Not  with  dash  or  sudden  sally, 
Swooping  down  with  rushing  wing, 
But  as  creeping  up  a  -valley, 
Come  the  grasses  of  the  spring  : 
First  one  blade  and  then  another, 
Still  advancing  are  they  seen, 
Rank  on  rank,  each  by  its  brother, 
Till  each  inch  of  ground  is  green. 

—  MINOT  J.  SAVAGE. 


APRIL   1 

They  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew  their 

strength. 

—  ISA.  XL,  31. 

A  little  sun,  a  little  rain, 
A  soft  wind  blowing  from  the  west, 
And  woods  and  fields  are  sweet  again, 
And  warmth  within  the  mountain's  breast. 
—  STOPFORD  A.  BROOKE. 

APRIL  2 

Keep  that  which  is  committed  to  thy  trust. 

—  I  TIMOTHY  VI,  20 

Here  hath  been  dawning 
Another  blue  day : 
Think  wilt  thou  let  it 
Slip  useless  away  ? 

—  THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

APRIL  3 

[Love]  heareth  all  things,  belie-veth  all  things,  hopeth 

all  things,  endureth  all  things. 

—  I  COR.  xm,  7. 

What  was  his  name  ?    I  do  not  know  his  name. 
I  only  know  he  heard  God's  voice  and  came ; 
Brought  all  he  loved  across  the  sea 
To  live  and  work  for  God  —  and  me. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 
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APRIL  4 

The  things  which  are  not  seen  are  eternal. 

II  COR.  IV,  18. 

Be  happy,  then,  my  heart, 

That  thou  in  all  hast  part,  — 

In  all  these  outward  gifts  of  time  and  sense, 

In  all  the  spirit's  nobler  influence. 

—  JAMES  FREEMAN  CLARKE. 


APRIL  5 

If  ye  love  me,  keep  my  commandments. 

—  JOHN  XIV,  15. 

The  birds  around  me  hopped  and  played ; 
Their  thoughts  I  cannot  measure. 
But  the  least  motion  that  they  made, 
It  seemed  a  thrill  of  pleasure. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 


APRIL  6 

O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness. 

—  PSALMS  XCVI,  9. 

See  the  yellow  catkins  cover 
All  the  slender  willows  over ; 
And  on  mossy  banks  so  green 
Starlike  primroses  are  seen ; 
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And  their  clustering  leaves  below, 
White  and  purple  violets  glow. 

—  MARY  HOWITT. 

APRIL   7 

O  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord  for  his  goodness 
and  for  his  wonderful  works  to  the  children  of  men. 

—  PSALMS  CVII,  8. 

Go,  make  thy  garden  fair  as  thou  canst, 
Thou  workest  never  alone, 
Perchance  he  whose  plot  is  next  to  thine 
Will  see  it,  and  mend  his  own. 

—  ELIZABETH  RUNDLE  CHARLES. 

APRIL  8 

And  I,  if  I  be  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will  draw 

all  men  unto  me. 

—  JOHN  XII,  32. 

Lord,  draw  me  as  the  sun  in  spring 
Draws  the  awakening  vine, 
And  up  some  lattice  of  thy  love 
Bid  my  affections  twine ! 

So  when  my  grasp  on  reason  fails, 
Faith -led,  I  still  may  go, 
And  all  the  mystery  shall  melt 
As  melts  the  April  snow. 

—  EDWARD  A.  CHURCH. 
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APRIL  9 

The  hoary  head  is  a  crown  of  glory  if  it  be  found  in 
the  way  of  righteousness. 

—  PROV.  XVI,  31. 

Go,  ask  your  gran'ma,  if  you  will, 
If  —  though  her  head  be  bowed  and  gray  — 
If  —  though  her  feeble  pulse  be  chill  — 
True  love  abideth  not  for  aye  ; 
By  that  quaint  portrait  on  the  wall, 
That  smiles  upon  her  from  above, 
Methinks  your  gran'ma  can  recall 
The  sweet  divinity  of  love. 

—  EUGENE  FIELD. 


APRIL   10 

Lift  up  your  eyes  on  high,  and  behold  who  hath 
created  these  things. 

—  ISA.  XL,  26. 

Rollicking  robin  is  here  again ; 
What  does  he  care  for  the  April  rain  ? 
Care  for  it  ?    Glad  of  it !    Does  n't  he  know 
That  the  April  rain  carries  off  the  snow, 
And  coaxes  out  leaves  to  shadow  his  nest, 
And  washes  his  pretty  red  Easter  vest, 
And  makes  the  juice  of  the  cherry  sweet 
For  his  hungry  little  robins  to  eat  ? 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 
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APRIL   11 

Blessed  are  the  meek,  for  they  shall  inherit  the 

earth. 

—  MATT.  V,  5. 

A  little  yellow  bird  above, 
A  little  yellow  flower  below ; 
The  little  bird  can  sing  the  love 
That  bird  and  blossom  know ; 
The  blossom  has  no  song  nor  wing, 
But  breathes  the  love  it  cannot  sing. 

—  JOHN  BANNISTER  TABB. 

APRIL   12 

A  good  land  —  a  land  of  brooks  ! 

—  DEUT.VHI,  7. 

I  steal  by  lawns  and  grassy  plots, 
I  slide  by  hazel  covers ; 
I  move  the  sweet  forget-me-nots 
That  grow  for  happy  lovers. 

—  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

APRIL   13 

The  -water  that  I  shall  give  him  shall  be  in  him  a 
well  of  water,  springing  up  into  everlasting  life. 

—  JOHN  IV,  14. 

Glorious  fountain ! 
Let  my  heart  be 
Fresh,  changeful,  constant, 
Upward  like  thee. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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APRIL   14 

Let  the  heavens  be  glad  and  let  the  earth  rejoice. 

—  I  CHRON.  XVI,  31. 

The  alder  by  the  river 
Shakes  out  her  powd'ry  curls, 
The  willow  buds  in  silver 
For  little  boys  and  girls. 
The  little  birds  fly  over, 
And  oh,  how  sweetly  sing! 
To  tell  the  happy  children 
That  once  again  't  is  spring. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

APRIL   13 

A  new  commandment  I  give  unto  you,  that  ye  love 

one  another. 

—  JOHN  XIII,  34. 

We  are  lilies  fair, 
The  flower  of  virgin  light ; 
Nature  held  us  forth  and  said, 
"  Lo !  my  thoughts  of  white ! " 

Ever  since  then,  angels 

Hold  us  in  their  hands ; 

You  may  see  them  where  they  take 

In  pictures  their  sweet  stands. 

—  LEIGH  HUNT. 
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APRIL   16 

Let  thy  glory  be  above  all  the  earth. 

—  PSALMS   LVII,  11. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  in  the  milky  way, 
They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay. 
Ten  thousand  saw  1  at  a  glance 
Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

APRIL   17 

He  shall  give  bis  angels  charge  over  thee. 

—  PSALMS  XCI,  11. 

Softly  nestled  like  a  dove, 
I  am  happy  in  thy  love ; 
Angels  watch  me  from  above, 
Hallelujah. 

—  PHILLIPS  BROOKS. 

APRIL   18 

While  the  earth  remaineth,  seed  time  and  harvest 
.  .  shall  not  cease.  _  GEN  VIII  22 

Never  yet  was  a  springtime, 
Late  though  lingered  the  snow, 
That  the  sap  stirred  not  at  the  whisper 
Of  the  south  wind,  sweet  and  low ; 
Never  yet  was  a  springtime 
I  When  the  buds  forgot  to  blow. 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 
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APRIL   19 

Standfast  therefore  in  the  liberty  wherewith  Christ 

hath  made  us  free. 

—  GAL.V,  i. 

On  this  green  bank,  by  this  soft  stream 
We  set  to-day  a  votive  stone, 
That  memory  may  their  deed  redeem, 
When  like  our  sires,  our  sons  are  gone. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 


APRIL  20 

Jesus  was  moved  with  compassion  toward  them. 

—  MARK  VI,  34. 

Who  is  the  patriot  ?    It  is  he 

Who  knows  no  boundary,  race,  or  creed, 

Whose  nation  is  humanity, 

Whose  countrymen,  all  souls  that  need. 

—  FREDERICK  LAWRENCE  KNOWLES. 

APRIL  21 

They  brought  young  children  to  him  that  he  should 

touch  them. 

—  MARK  X,  13. 

Little  drops  of  water, 
Little  grains  of  sand, 
Make  the  mighty  ocean 
And  the  pleasant  land. 
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So  the  little  minutes, 
Humble  though  they  be, 
Make  the  mighty  ages 
Of  eternity. 

—  JULIA  A.  FLETCHER. 

APRIL  22 

He  leadetb  me  beside  the  still  waters. 

—  PSALMS  XXIII,  2. 

He  hides  within  the  lily 
A  strong  and  tender  care, 
That  wins  the  earth-born  atoms 
To  glory  of  the  air. 
He  weaves  the  shining  garments 
Unceasingly  and  still, 
Along  the  quiet  waters, 
In  niches  of  the  hill. 

—  WILLIAM  CHANNING  GANNETT. 


APRIL  23 

The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect,  restoring  the  soul. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  7. 

Build  thee  more  stately  mansions,  O  my  soul, 
As  the  swift  seasons  roll ! 

—  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 
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APRIL  24 

Such  knowledge  is  too  wonderful  for  me! 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  6. 

God  is  good ;  he  wears  a  fold 

Of  heaven  and  earth  across  his  face  — 

Like  secrets  kept,  for  love  untold. 

—  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 


APRIL  23 

The  light  of  the  body  is  the  eye. 

—  MATT.  VI,  22. 

But  still,  O  miracle  of  good, 
The  crocus  springs,  the  violets  peep, 
The  struggling  vines  begin  to  creep, 
The  dandelion  gilds  the  sod. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 


APRIL  26 

Blessed  are  your  eyes,  for  they  see. 

—  MATT.  XIII,  16. 

But  what  you  find  in  these  rich  days 
Depends  on  how  you  go  about  it ; 
A  glad  heart  helps  poor  eyes  to  see 
What  brightest  eyes  can't  see  without  it. 

—  HENRIETTA  R.    ELIOT. 
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APRIL  27 

/&  settetb  an  end  to  darkness  and  searcheth  out  all 

perfection. 

—  JOB  xxvni,  3. 

I  find  earth  not  gray,  but  rosy, 
Heaven  not  grim,  but  fair  of  hue. 
Do  I  stoop  ?    I  pluck  a  posy. 
Do  I  stand  and  stare  ?    All 's  blue. 

—  ROBERT  BROWNING. 


APRIL  28 

Remove  not  the  ancient  landmark  which  thy  fathers 
have  set. 

—  PROV.  XXII,  28. 

Happy  he  whom  neither  wealth  nor  fashion, 
Nor  the  march  of  the  encroaching  city, 
Drives  an  exile 
From  the  hearth  of  his  ancestral  homestead. 

We  may  build  more  splendid  habitations, 

Fill  our  rooms  with  paintings  and  with  sculptures, 

But  we  cannot 

Buy  with  gold  the  old  associations. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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APRIL  29 

Where  your  treasure  is,  there  will  your  heart  be 

also. 

—  MATT.  VI,  21. 

Breathes  there  the  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 
This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 
Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  burned, 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turned 
From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  ? 

—  WALTER  SCOTT. 

APRIL  30 

Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field,  —  how  they  grow. 

—  MATT.  VI,  28. 

Sing,  children,  sing ! 
And  the  lily  censers  swing; 
Sing  that  life  and  joy  are  waking,  and  that  death  no 

more  is  king. 

Sing  the  happy,  happy  tumult  of  the  slowly  brighten 
ing  spring; 
Sing,  little  children,  sing ! 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 
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MAY 


Where  shall  we  keep  the  holiday, 
And  duly  greet  the  entering  May  ? 
Too  strait  and  low  our  cottage  doors, 
And  all  unmeet  our  carpet  floors  ; 
Up  and  away  !  where  haughty  woods 
Front  the  liberated  floods  : 
Frog  and  lizard  in  holiday  coats, 
And  turtle  brave  in  his  golden  spots  ; 
While  cheerful  cries  of  crag  and  plain 
Reply  to  the  thunder  of  river  and  main. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 


MAY  1 

All  thy  works  shall  praise  thee,  O  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  CXLV,10. 

Turn  thy  eyes  to  earth  and  heaven ! 
God,  for  thee,  the  spring  hath  given ; 
Taught  the  birds  their  melodies, 
Clothed  the  earth  and  cleared  the  skies, 
For  thy  pleasure,  or  thy  food ; 
Pour  thy  soul  in  gratitude. 

—  MARY  HOWITT. 

MAY  2 

They  shall  not  hurt  nor  destroy  in  all  my  holy 

mountain. 

—  ISA.  LXV,  25. 

Each  little  flower  that  opens, 
Each  little  bird  that  sings,  — 
He  made  their  glowing  colors, 
He  made  their  tiny  wings. 

—  JOHN  KEBLE. 

MAY  3 

Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

—  MATT.  XIX,  14. 

Robins  call  robins  in  tops  of  trees ; 
Doves  follow  doves  with  scarlet  feet ; 
Frolicking  babies,  sweeter  than  these, 
Crowd  green  corners  where  highways  meet. 
—  HELEN  HUNT  JACKSON. 
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MAY  4 

Rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice. 

—  ROMANS  XII,  15. 

Remember  every  kindness  done 
To  you,  whate'er  its  measure  ; 
Remember  praise  by  others  won 
And  pass  it  on  with  pleasure. 

—  PRISCILLA  LEONARD. 

MAY  5 

Glory  and  honour  are  in  his  presence. 

—  I  CHRON.  XVI,  27. 

He  smiles  in  the  face  of  every  flower  ; 
In  the  swallow's  twitter  of  sweet  content 
He  speaks  ;  and  we  follow  through  every  hour 
The  way  his  deep  thought  went. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

MAY  6 

These  sayings  are  faithful  and  true. 

—  REV.  XXH,  6. 

They  '11  come  again  to  the  apple  tree, 
Robin  and  all  the  rest, 
When  the  orchard  branches  are  fair  to  see 
In  the  snow  of  the  blossoms  dressed, 
And  the  prettiest  thing  in  the  world  will  be 
The  building  of  the  nest. 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 
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MAY  7 

Behold,  I  show  you  a  mystery. 

—  I  COR.  XV,  51. 

Firm  as  the  tall,  brave  trunks  around ; 
Full  of  life  as  the  flower-full  ground  ; 
Free  as  the  boughs  that  sweep  the  blue ; 
Bright  as  the  violet's  sudden  hue ;  — 
So  let  thy  life -long  reckoning  be; 
So  let  thy  birthdays  come  to  thee ! 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 

MAY  8 

/  was  not  disobedient  unto  the  heavenly  vision. 

—  ACTS  xxvi,  19. 

Over  the  hills  and  far  away, 

A  little  boy  steals  from  his  morning  play, 

And  under  the  blossoming  apple  tree 

He  lies  and  he  dreams  of  the  things  to  be : 

Of  battles  fought,  and  of  victories  won, 

Of  wrongs  o'erthrown  and  of  great  things  done 

Of  the  valor  that  he  shall  prove  some  day  — 

Over  the  hills  and  far  away  — 
Over  the  hills  and  far  away ! 

—  EUGENE  FIELD. 
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MAY  9 

Love  suffereth  long  and  is  kind. 

- 1  COR.  XIII,  4. 

0  sacred  flowers  of  faith  and  hope, 
As  sweetly  now  as  then 

Ye  bloom  on  many  a  birchen  slope, 
In  many  a  pine -dark  glen. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

MAY  10 

One  God  and  Father  of  all,  who  is  above  all,  and 

through  all,  and  in  you  all. 

—  EPH.  IV,  6. 

If  I  can  stop  one  heart  from  breaking 

1  shall  not  live  in  vain. 

If  I  can  ease  one  life  the  aching, 

Or  cool  one  pain, 

Or  help  one  fainting  robin 

Unto  his  nest  again, 

I  shall  not  live  in  vain. 

—  EMILY  DICKINSON. 

MAY   11 

He  that  soweth  bountifully  shall  reap  also  bounti 
fully. 

—  II  COR.  IX,  6. 

Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things 
Let  Nature  be  your  teacher. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 
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MAY   12 

Blessed  are  thepeafo  makers,  for  they  shall  be  called 

the  children  of  God. 

—  MATT.  V,9. 

Blue  is  the  color  of  heaven, 

And  blue  is  the  color  for  me. 

But  in  the  rough  earth  my  clinging  roots 

Closely  nestled  should  be ; 

For  the  earth  is  friendly  and  true 

To  the  little  harebell  blue. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

MAY   13 

The  day  spring  from  on  high  hath  visited  us. 

—  LUKE  I,  78. 

The  miracle  of  flower  and  fruit 
Not  yet  the  Lord  hath  wrought ; 
But  never  ripened  summer-time 
So  bright  a  day  hath  brought. 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 

MAY  14 

Let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  our  God  be  upon  us. 

—  PSALMS  XC,  17. 

Rhodora !  if  the  sages  ask  thee  why 

This  charm  is  wasted  on  the  earth  and  sky, 

Tell  them,  dear,  that  if  eyes  were  made  for  seeing, 

Then  beauty  is  its  ewn  excuse  for  being : 
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Why  thou  wert  there,  O  rival  of  the  rose ! 
I  never  thought  to  ask,  I  never  knew ; 
But,  in  my  simple  ignorance  suppose 
The  self -same  power  that  brought  me  there  brought 
you. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

MAY  15 

Love  vaunteth  not  itself,  —  is  not  puffed  up. 

—  I  COR.  xm,  4. 
Small  Janet  sits  weeping  'mid  the  daisies ; 

"  Little  sister  sweet, 
Must  you  follow  Roger  ? " 
Then  he  raises 
Baby  to  her  feet ; 

Guides  her  tiny  steps 
With  kindness  tender, 
Cheerfully  and  gay, 

All  his  courage  and  his  strength  would  lend  her 
Up  the  uneven  way. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

MAY  16 

Whatsoever  things  ye  do,  do  all  to  the  glory  of  God. 

—  I  COR.  x,  31. 

There  is  nothing  so  kingly  as  kindness 
And  nothing  so  loyal  as  truth. 

—  ALICE  GARY. 
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MAY   17 

/  will  put  my  laws  into  their  mind,  and  write  them 
in  their  hearts. 

—  HEBREWS  VIII,  10. 

There 's  a  merry  brown  thrush  sitting  up  in  the  tree, 

He 's  singing  to  me !     He  's  singing  to  me ! 

And  what  does  he  say,  little  girl,  little  boy  ? 

"  O  the  world  's  running  over  with  joy ! 

Don't  you  hear  ?     Don't  you  see  ? 

Hush  !     Look  !     In  my  tree 

I  'm  as  happy  as  happy  can  be !  " 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

MAY  18 

Know  ye  not  that  ye  are  the  temple  of  God,  and 
that  the  spirit  of  God  dwelleth  in  you  ? 

- 1  COR.  Ill,  16. 

The  notes  I  love  the  dearest 

Are  those  I  hear  in  spring, 

When  on  the  budding  boughs  the  birds 

Come  back  to  us  and  sing. 

They  tell  of  balmy  breezes, 
Of  walks  by  stream  and  glade ; 
They  draw  us  forth  to  know  and  love 
This  world  that  God  hath  made. 

—  EDWARD  AUGUSTUS  HORTON. 
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MAY   19 

Blessed  are  they  that  hunger  and  thirst  after  right 
eousness,  for  they  shall  be  filled. 

—  MATT.  V,  6. 

Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts : 

Of  humblest  friends,  bright  creature,  scorn  not  one. 

The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 

Protects  the  lingering  dewdrop  from  the  sun. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

MAY  20 

O  Lord,  thou  hast  searched  me,  and  known  me, 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  i. 

Blessed  day  of  needed  wealth, 
Full  of  nature's  perfect  health, 
Fill  me  with  thy  power. 
Then  like  blossoms  I  shall  be 
Wafting  only  purity ; 
Or  like  robins  singing  free 
Midst  the  deepening  mystery ; 
Or  like  violets  caring  naught 
Only  to  reflect  God's  thought. 

—  ELIZABETH  PORTER  GOULD. 

MAY  21 

The  Lord  shall  he  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light. 

—  ISA.  LX,  19. 
I  never  go  to  sleep,  dear  child,  — 

I  'm  shining  all  the  night ; 
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But  as  your  world  goes  turning  round 

It  takes  you  from  my  light. 

And  when  it  brings  you  back  again, 

You  find  me  waiting  here, 

To  shine  a  bright  "  Good-morning  "  down 

On  all  the  children  dear. 

—  EMILIE  POULSSON. 

MAY  22 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness. 

—  PSALMS  XXIII,  3. 

Each  virtuous  act  is  a  kernel  sown 
That  will  grow  to  a  goodly  tree, 
Shedding  its  fruit  when  time  has  flown 
Down  the  gulf  of  eternity. 

—  JOHN  BOYLE  O'REILLY. 

MAY  23 

And  he  took  a  child,  and  set  him  in  the  midst  of 
them. 

—  MARK  IX,  36. 

And  I  for  one  would  much  rather 
Could  I  merit  so  sweet  a  thing 
Be  the  poet  of  little  children 
Than  the  laureate  of  a  king. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 
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MAY  24 

What  doth  the  Lord  require  of  thee,  but  to  do 
justly,  and  to  love  mercy,  and  to  walk  humbly  with 
thy  God? 

— MICAH  VI,  8. 

The  buttercups  with  shining  face 
Smile  brightly  as  I  pass : 
They  seem  to  lighten  all  the  place 
Like  sunshine  in  the  grass. 

—  SARAH  J.  DAY. 

MAY  23 

Keep  thy  heart  with  all  diligence,  for  out  of  it  are 
the  issues  of  life. 

—  PROV.  IV,  23. 

Kind  hearts  are  the  garden ; 
Kind  thoughts  are  the  roots ; 
Kind  words  are  the  blossoms ; 
Kind  deeds  are  the  fruits. 

—  GOLDEN  WORDS. 

MAY  26 

Be  still  and  know  that  I  am  God. 

—  PSALMS  XLVI,  10. 

He  is  eyes  for  all  who  is  eyes  for  the  mole ; 
All  motion  goes  to  the  rightful  goal ; 
O  God !   I  can  trust  for  the  human  soul. 

—  CHARLES  GORDON  AMES. 
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MAY  27 

Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled. 

—  JOHN  XIV,  \. 

The  bees  are  drowsy  about  the  hive, 
Earth  is  so  warm  and  gay  ; 
And  't  is  joy  enough  to  be  alive 
In  the  heavenly  month  of  May  ! 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 


MAY  28 

God  is  the  strength  of  my  heart,  and  my  portion 

for  ever. 

—  PSALMS  LXXIII,  26. 

And  over  me  unrolls  on  high 
The  splendid  scenery  of  the  sky, 
Where  through  a  sapphire  sea  the  sun 
Sails  like  a  golden  galleon. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 


MAY  29 

Take  fast  hold  of  instruction  ;  let  her  not  go. 

—  PROV.  IV,  13. 

Learners  are  we  all  at  school,  — 
Eager  youth  and  weary  age,  — 
Governed  by  the  self  -same  rule, 
Poring  o'er  the  self  -same  page 

—  MINOT  J.  SAVAGE. 
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MAY  30 

Whosoever  will  lose  bis  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it. 

-MATT.  XVI,  25. 

Searching  the  wood  for  flowery  signs, 
We  rifle  it  of  half  its  vines ; 

No  flower  too  lowly,  none  too  rare 
For  tribute ;  love  delights  to  spare, 
Counting  its  costliest  service  small 
To  theirs,  who  dying,  gave  up  all. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

MAY  31 

The  things  that  thou  hast  heard,      .  .  the  same 

commit  thou  to  faithful  men. 

—  II  TIMOTHY  II,  2. 

Whene'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought, 
Whene'er  is  spoken  a  noble  thought, 
Our  hearts  in  glad  surprise, 
To  higher  levels  rise. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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And  wbat  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June  ? 
Then  if  ever  come  perfect  days  ; 
Then  heaven  tries  the  earth  if  it  be  in  tune, 
And  over  it  softly  her  warm  ear  lays. 
Whether  we  look,  or  whether  we  listen 
We  hear  life  murmur,  or  see  it  glisten. 
Every  clod  feels  a  stir  of  might, 
An  instinct  within  it  that  reaches  and  towers, 
And,  groping  blindly  above  it  for  light, 
Climbs  to  a  soul  in  grass  and  flowers. 
The  flush  of  life  may  well  be  seen 
Thrilling  back  over  hills  and  valleys  ; 
The  cowslip  startles  in  meadows  green, 
The  buttercup  catches  the  sun  in  its  chalice, 
And  there  's  never  a  leaf  nor  a  blade  too  mean 
To  be  some  happy  creature's  palace. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL,. 


JUNE  1 

He  cuttetb  out  rivers  among  the  rocks,  and  Ms  eye 
seeth  every  precious  thing. 

—  JOB  XXVIII,  10. 

1  know  not  what  it  is,  but  when  I  pass 
Some  running  bit  of  water  by  the  way, 
A  river  brimming  silver  in  the  grass, 
And  rippled  by  a  trailing  alder-spray, 

Hold  in  my  heart  I  cannot  from  a  cry, 
It  is  so  joyful  at  the  merry  sight ; 
So  gracious  is  the  water  running  by, 
So  full  the  simple  grass  is  of  delight. 

—  PHILIP  HENRY  SAVAGE. 

JUNE  2 

/  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills. 

—  PSALMS  CXXI,  1. 

For  the  quiet  of  the  forest  and  the  grandeur  of  the 
hills, 

For  the  glory  of  the  sunsets  and  the  music  of  the  rills, 

For  the  flowers  that  bloom  so  sweetly  along  the  wood 
land  ways, — 

For  these  and  countless  blessings,  dear  Lord,  we  render 
praise ! 

—  ANNA  M.  S.  ROSSITER. 
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JUNE  3 

Tfo  desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose. 

—  ISA.  XXXV,  i. 

Flower  in  the  crannied  wall, 
I  pluck  you  out  of  the  crannies ; 
Hold  you  here,  root  and  all,  in  my  hand, 
Little  flower ;  but  if  1  could  understand 
What  you  are,  root  and  all,  and  all  in  all, 
I  should  know  what  God  and  man  is. 

—  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

JUNE   4 

Blessed  are  the   merciful^  for  they  shall   obtain 

mercy. 

—MATT.  V,  7. 

Happy  little  birdlings 

In  their  tiny  nest ! 

Sure  their  mother  '11  give  them 

Food  that  suits  them  best. 

—  JENNY  WALIIS. 

JUNE   5 

Thou,  O  Lord,  art  our  Father. 

-ISA.  LXIII.16. 

Blithe  little  neighbors,  so  merry  and  free, 
Sparrow  and  robin,  and  swallow  and  bee ! 
One  loving  Father  keeps  watch  over  all, 
Caring  alike  for  the  great  and  the  small. 

—  EMILY  HUNTINGTON  MILLER, 

74 


FORGET-ME-NOT  —  JUNE 


JUNE  6 

My  help  comet  b  from  the  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  CXXI,  2. 

Oh,  the  goodly  flax-flower  ! 

It  groweth  on  the  hill, 

And  be  the  breeze  awake  or  'sleep 

It  never  standeth  still  ; 

It  seemeth  all  astir  with  life 

As  if  it  loved  to  thrive, 

As  if  it  had  a  merry  heart 

Within  its  stem  alive. 

—  MARY   HOWITT. 

JUNE   7 

Unto  tbee,  O  God,  do  we  give  thanks. 

-  PSALMS  LXXV,  i. 

For  this  lovely  morning, 
All  the  earth  adorning, 
Praise  and  thanks  be  given 
To  our  God  in  heaven  ! 

—  EMILIE  POULSSON. 

JUNE   8 

We  love  Mm  because  be  first  loved  us. 

—  I  JOHN  IV,  19. 

How  good  to  lie  a  little  while 
And  look  up  through  the  tree  ! 
The  sky  is  like  a  kind  big  smile 
Bent  sweetly  over  me. 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN, 
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JUNE  9 

Narrow  is  the  way  which  leadefh  unto  life. 

—  MATT.  VII,  14. 

We  get  back  our  mete  as  we  measure,  — 
We  cannot  do  wrong  and  feel  right, 
Nor  can  we  give  pain  and  gain  pleasure, 
For  justice  avenges  each  slight. 
The  air  for  the  wing  of  the  sparrow, 
The  bush  for  robin  and  wren, 
But  always  the  path  that  is  narrow 
And  straight  for  the  children  of  men. 

—  ALICE  GARY. 


JUNE   10 

An  highway  shall  be  there  and  a  way,  and  it  shall 
be  called  the  way  of  holiness. 

-ISA.  XXXV  ,8. 

Great  is  the  sun,  and  wide  he  goes 
Through  empty  heaven  without  repose; 
And  in  the  blue  and  glowing  days 
More  thick  than  rain  he  showers  his  rays. 

Though  closer  still  the  blinds  we  pull 
To  keep  the  shady  parlour  cool, 
Yet  he  will  find  a  chink  or  two 
To  slip  his  golden  fingers  through. 

—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
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JUNE   11 

My  soul  tbirstethfor  God,  for  the  living  God. 

—  PSALMS  XLII,  2. 

At  daybreak  in  June  we  hear 

His  melody  strong  and  clear : 

"  Cheer  up,  be  merry, 

I  've  found  a  cherry ; 

T  is  a  glorious  time  of  the  year." 

—  GARRETT  NEWKIRK. 

JUNE   12 

Open  tbou  mine  eyes,  that  I  may  behold  wondrous 
things  out  of  thy  law. 

—  PSALMS  CXIX,  18. 

Bright  and  glorious  is  that  revelation, 
Written  all  over  this  great  world  of  ours ; 
Making  evident  our  own  creation, 
In  these  stars  of  earth,  these  golden  flowers. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

JUNE  13 

Let  us  love  one  another,  for  love  is  of  God. 

—  I  JOHN  IV,  7. 

The  slenderest  daisy  rears  its  head 

With  courage,  yet  with  meekness ; 

A  sunny  face 

Hath  holy  grace 

To  woo  the  sun  forever. 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 
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JUNE   14 

Behold  I  create  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth. 

—  ISA.  LXV,  17. 

God  of  the  earth,  the  sky,  the  sea, 
Maker  of  all  above,  below, 
Creation  lives  and  moves  in  thee ; 
Thy  present  life  through  all  doth  flow. 

—  SAMUEL  LONGFELLOW. 

JUNE   13 

Great  peace  have  they  which  love  thy  law. 

—  PSALMS  CXIX,  165. 

Thou  canst  not  wave  thy  staff  in  air 
Or  dip  thy  paddle  in  the  lake, 
But  it  carves  the  bow  of  beauty  there 
And  ripples  in  rhymes  the  oar  forsake. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JUNE   16 

Love  seeketh  not  her  own. 

—  I  COR.  XIII,  5. 

Seldom  can  the  heart  be  lonely, 
If  it  seek  a  lonelier  still, 
Self  forgetting,  seeking  only 
Emptier  cups  of  love  to  fill. 

—  FRANCES  R.  HAVERGAL. 


78 


FORGET-ME-NOT  — JUNE 


JUNE   17 

Pray  to  thy  Father  which  is  in  secret. 

-MATT.  VI,  6. 

Life  may  be  given  in  many  ways, 

And  loyalty  to  truth  be  sealed 

As  bravely  in  the  closet  as  the  field ! 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

JUNE  18 

Ye  are  the  light  of  the  world. 

—  MATT.  V,  14. 

God  placed  within  my  heart  a  light 
Of  such  a  pure  and  steadfast  ray 
T  will  lead  my  steps  'mid  darkest  day, 
If  I  but  guard  the  flame  aright. 

—  LUCRETIA  M.  GARDNER. 

JUNE  19 

Love  one  another  with  a  pure  heart. 

—  I  PETER  I,  22. 

Every  path  and  every  plot, 

Every  bush  of  roses, 

Every  blue  forget-me-not 

Where  the  dew  reposes, 

"  Up,"  they  cry,  "the  day  is  come 

On  the  smiling  valleys. 

We  have  beat  the  morning-drum ; 

Playmate,  join  your  allies." 

—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
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JUNE   20 

He  causeth  the  grass  to  grow  for  the  cattle,  and 
herb  for  the  service  of  man. 

—  PSALMS  CIV,  14. 

The  mower  whistles  o'er  his  toil, 
The  emerald  grass  must  yield ; 
The  scythe  is  out ;  the  swath  is  down, 
There  's  incense  in  the  field. 

—  ELIZA  COOK. 

JUNE  21 

The  path  of  the  just  is  as  the  sinning  light. 

—  PROV.  IV,  18. 

The  path  of  duty  is  the  way  to  glory ! 
He  that  walks  it  only  thirsting 
For  the  right,  and  learns  to  deaden 
Love  of  self,  before  his  journey  closes 
He  shall  find  the  stubborn  thistle  bursting 
Into  glossy  purples,  which  outredden 
All  voluptuous  garden-roses. 

—  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

JUNE   22 

Thus  are  the  secrets  of  bis  heart  made  manifest. 

—  I  COR.  XIV,  25. 

When  he  walked  the  fields  he  drew 
From  the  flowers,  and  birds,  and  dew, 

Parables  of  good. 
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For  within  his  heart  of  love 
All  the  soul  of  man  did  move, 
God  had  his  abode. 

—  STOPFORD  A.  BROOKE. 

JUNE   23 

The  whole  multitude  stood  on  the  shore. 

—  MATT.  XIII,  2. 

How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel's  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 
When  listening  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  reverence  filled  the  place. 

—  JOHN  BOWRING. 

JUNE  24 

Behold,  all  souls  are  mine. 

—  EZEK.  XVIII,  4. 

O  lily  bud !  thy  lovers  wait 
To  see  thy  bloom  unfold ; 
The  fragrant  petals  open  late ; 
Unveil  that  heart  of  gold. 

—  MARY  THACHER  HIGGINSON. 

JUNE  23 

The  place  whereon  thou  standest  is  holy  ground. 

—  EXODUS  in,  5. 

Earth  's  crammed  with  heaven 
And  every  common  bush  afire  with  God, 
But  only  he  who  sees  takes  off  his  shoes. 

—  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 
6  81 


FORGET-ME-NOT  — JUNE 

waFaesFsraFHFarapaffSrsnH^^ 

JUNE  26 

Let  my  prayer  be  set  before  fhee  as  incense. 

—  PSALMS  CXLI,  2. 

The  green  earth  sends  her  incense  up 
From  many  a  mountain  shrine ; 
From  folded  leaf  and  dewy  cup 
She  pours  her  sacred  wine. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

JUNE  27 

The  darkness  and  the  light  are  both  alike  to  tbee. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  12. 
When  the  sun  shines,  then  I  see 
Shadows  underneath  the  tree, 
Gliding  merrily  around, 
Never  making  any  sound, 
Playing  at  their  games,  no  doubt,  — 
Games  I  do  not  know  about ! 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 

JUNE  28 

God  who  commanded  the  light  to  shine  out  of  dark 
ness  hath  shined  in  our  hearts. 

-  II  COR.  IV,  6. 

The  unwearied  sun  from  day  to  day 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

—  JOSEPH  ADDISON. 
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JUNE  29 

God  is  with  thee  whithersoever  thou  goest. 

—  JOSHUA  I,  9. 

So  many  gentle  friends  are  near 
Whom  one  can  scarcely  see, 
A  child  should  never  feel  a  fear, 
Wherever  he  may  be. 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN. 

JUNE  30 

The  fruit  of  righteousness  is  sown  in  peace. 

—  JAMES  III,  18. 

Praise  him  for  his  summer  rain, 
Feeding-  day  and  night  the  grain : 
Praise  him  for  his  tiny  seed, 
Holding  all  his  world  shall  need. 

—WILLIAM  CHANNING  GANNETT. 
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Roses  carpeting  the  ground  ; 
Thrushes,  orioles,  -warbling  sound  ! 
Swing  me  low,  and  swing  me  high, 
To  the  warm  clouds  of  July. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

Flag  of  the  heroes  who  left  us  their  glory, 

Borne  through  our  battlefield 's  thunder  and  flame, 

Blazoned  in  song,  and  illumined  in  story, 

Wave  o'er  us  all  who  inherit  their  fame. 

Up  with  our  banner  bright, 

Sprinkled  with  starry  light 

Spread  its  fair  emblems  from  mountain  to  shore, 

While  through  the  sounding  shy, 

Loud  rings  the  Nation's  cry,  — 

Union  and  Liberty  !    One  evermore ! 

—  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 


JULY  1 

Ye  are  all  the  children  of  the  light. 

- 1  THES.  V,  5. 

God  hath  given  a  kindlier  power 
To  the  favored  strawberry  flower. 
When  the  months  of  spring  are  fled 
Hither  let  us  bend  our  walk ; 
Lurking  berries,  ripe  and  red 
Then  will  hang  on  every  stalk. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

JULY  2 

The  foundation  of  God  standeth  sure, 

—  II  TIMOTHY  11,19. 

On  primal  rocks  she  wrote  her  name, 
Her  towers  were  reared  on  holy  graves ; 
The  golden  seed  that  bore  her  came 
Swift-winged  with  prayer  o'er  ocean  waves. 

—  JULIA  WARD  HOWE. 

JULY  3 

Prove  all  things ;  holdfast  that  which  is  good. 

—  I  THES.  V,  21. 

I  hear  the  bands  of  music  play, 
And  see  some  banners  move  away. 
The  soldiers  pass  and  soon  are  gone, 
And  I  have  seen  not  even  one ! 
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The  people  must  forget,  1  know, 
That  they  were  children  long  ago, 
How  splendid  it  must  feel  to  be 
So  big  that  one  can  always  see ! 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN. 

JULY  4 

Brethren,  ye  ba-ve  been  called  unto  liberty, 

—  GAL.  V,  13. 

And  henceforth  there  shall  be  no  chain 
Save  underneath  the  sea ; 
The  wires  shall  murmur  through  the  main 
Sweet  songs  of  liberty. 

For  he  that  worketh  high  and  wise, 
Nor  pauses  in  his  plan, 
Will  take  the  sun  out  of  the  sky, 
Ere  freedom  out  of  man. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JULY  5 

Witb  a  great  sum  obtained  I  this  freedom. 

—  ACTS  XXII,  28. 

When  freedom  from  her  mountain -height 
Unfurled  her  standard  to  the  air, 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night 
And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there. 

—  JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE. 
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JULY  6 

Hast  thou  seen  the  treasures  of  the  hail  ? 

—  JOB  XXXVIII,  22. 

Thy  love  is  in  the  sunshine's  glow, 

Thy  life  is  in  the  quickening  air ; 

When  lightnings  flash  and  storm -winds  blow, 

There  is  thy  power,  thy  law  is  there. 

—  SAMUEL  LONGFELLOW. 

JULY   7 

Behold  how  good  and  how  pleasant  it  is  for  brethren 

to  dwell  together  in  unity. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIII,  i. 

When  children  are  playing  alone  on  the  green, 
In  comes  the  playmate  that  never  was  seen. 
When  children  are  happy,  and  lonely,  and  good, 
The  Friend  of  the  Children  comes  out  of  the  wood. 

Nobody  heard  him,  and  nobody  saw ; 

His  is  a  picture  you  never  could  draw ; 

But  he 's  sure  to  be  present,  abroad  or  at  home, 

When  children  are  happy  and  playing  alone. 

—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
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JULY  8 

Whither  shall  I  flee  from  thy  presence  ? 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  7. 

Thou  breathest  in  the  rushing  wind, 
Thy  spirit  stirs  in  leaf  and  flower ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  from  the  willing  mind 
Withhold  thy  light  and  love  and  power. 

—  SETH  CURTIS  BEACH. 

JULY  9 

Let  brotherly  love  continue. 

-  HEB.  XIII,  1. 

I  said  it  on  the  meadow  path, 
I  say  it  on  the  mountain  stairs, 
The  best  things  any  mortal  hath 
Are  those  that  every  mortal  shares. 
The  grass  is  softer  to  my  tread 
For  rest  it  yields  unnumbered  feet ; 
Sweeter  to  me  the  wild-rose  red 
Because  she  makes  the  whole  world  sweet. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 
JULY  10 

My  meditation  of  him  shall  be  sweet.    I  will  be 

glad  in  the  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  CIV,  34. 

A  sense,  a  color  comes  to  me 
Of  bay  bushes  that  heavy  lie 
With  juniper  along  the  sea, 
And  the  blue  sea  along  the  sky. 

—  PHILIP  HENRY  SAVAGE. 
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JULY   11 

We  are  saved  by  hope. 

—  ROMANS  VIII,  24. 
After  the  rain  goes  by, 
Curving  across  the  sky, 
Behold  the  bow  of  light, 
God's  promise  shining  bright. 

—  FRANK  DEMPSTER  SHERMAN. 

JULY   12 

If  God  so  clothe  the  grass  of  the  field  .  .  .  shall  he 
not  much  more  clothe  you  ? 

—  MATT.  VI,  30. 

Through  all  the  pleasant  meadow -side 
The  grass  grew  shoulder-high, 
Till  the  shining  scythes  went  far  and  wide 
And  cut  it  down  to  dry. 

—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 

JULY   13 

Be  of  the  same  mind  one  toward  another. 

—  ROMANS  XII,  16. 
The  pedigree  of  honey 
Doth  not  concern  the  bee, 
A  clover  any  time  to  him 
Is  aristocracy. 

—  EMILY  DICKINSON. 
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JULY  14 

O  the  depth  of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and 

the  knowledge  of  God  ! 

—  ROMANS  XI,  33. 

Wiser  far  than  human  seer, 
Yellow-breeched  philosopher ! 
Seeing  only  what  is  fair, 
Sipping  only  what  is  sweet, 
Thou  dost  mock  at  fate  and  care, 
Leave  the  chaff  and  take  the  wheat. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

JULY   15 

Light  is  sown  for  the  righteous,  and  gladness  for 
the  upright  in  heart. 

—  PSALMS  XCVII,  11. 

I  lift  the  sash  and  gaze  abroad 
On  the  sweet  earth  so  fair  and  bright ; 
I  raise  my  heart  to  thee,  O  God, 
And  cry,  "I  thank  thee  for  the  light." 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

JULY   16 

Even  there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me  and  thy  right 

hand  shall  hold  me. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  10. 

1  'm  on  the  sea !    I'm  on  the  sea ! 
I  am  where  I  would  ever  be ; 
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With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below, 
And  silence  wheresoe'er  I  go ; 
If  a  storm  should  come,  and  awake  the  deep, 
What  matter  ?    1  should  ride  and  sleep. 

—  BARRY  CORNWALL. 

JULY   17 

/  must  work  the  works  of  Mm  that  sent  me  while 
it  is  day. 

—  JOHN  IX,  4. 

A  day  is  too  short  for  such  chances 
Of  love  and  of  service  true, 
With  the  glory  of  sunshine  around  me, 
And  my  beautiful  work  to  do. 

—  EMMA  ENDICOTT  MAREAN. 


JULY  18 

Perfect  love  casteth  out  fear. 

—  I  JOHN  IV,  18. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 
Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  thee ; 
Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine, 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine. 

—  THOMAS  MOORE. 
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JULY  19 

Under  Us  wings  shalt  tbou  trust. 

—  PSALMS  XCI,  4. 

O  doubly  are  ye  bound  to  praise 

The  great  Creator  in  your  lays ; 

He  giveth  you  your  plumes  of  down, 

Your  crimson  hoods,  your  cloaks  of  brown. 

He  giveth  you  your  wings  to  fly 
And  breathe  a  purer  air  on  high, 
And  careth  for  you  everywhere, 
Who  for  yourselves  so  little  care. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

JULY  20 

When  they  bad  taken  up  the  anchors  they  com 
mitted  themselves  unto  the  sea. 

—  ACTS  XXVII,  40. 

Who  lifts  a  sail  invites  the  sun 

To  take  his  little  craft  in  hand, 

And  when  his  voyage  is  o'er  may  know 

The  Universe  brought  him  to  land. 

Who  sets  his  foot  in  law's  firm  track, 

The  whole  great  world  is  at  his  back. 

—  MINOT  JUDSON  SAVAGE. 
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JULY  21 

£te  of  good  deer,  for  I  believe  God,  that  it  shall  be 
even  as  it  was  told  me. 

—  ACTS  XXVII,  25. 

The  sea  is  his !  He  made  it,  and  his  grace 
Lurks  in  its  wildest  wave,  its  deepest  place ; 
Our  truest  knowledge  is  that  he  is  wise ; 
What  is  our  foresight  to  his  sweet  surprise  ? 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

JULY  22 

Thou  under standest  my  thought  afar  off. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  2. 

Yet  though  I  know  thee  but  in  part, 
I  ask  not,  Lord,  for  more  : 
Enough  for  me  to  know  thou  art, 
To  love  thee  and  adore. 

—  FREDERICK   LUCIAN  HOSMER. 

JULY  23 

Let  the  words  of  my  mouth  and  the  meditations  of 
my  heart  be  acceptable  in  thy  sight. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  14. 

Prune  thou  thy  words ;  the  thoughts  control 
That  o'er  thee  swell  and  throng ; 

They  will  condense  within  the  soul, 
And  change  to  purpose  strong. 

—  JOHN  HENRY  NEWMAN. 
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JULY  24 

So  run  that  ye  may  obtain. 

—  I  COR.  IX,  24. 

Faster  the  race  is  run 

As  one  by  one 

Our  selfish  handicaps  away  we  fling. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 

JULY  23 

Lay  bold  on  eternal  life. 

—  I  TIMOTHY  VI,  12. 

He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well, 
All  else  is  being  flung  away : 
He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  true  things  truly  done  each  day. 

—  HORATIUS  BONAR. 

JULY  26 

Be  ye  hind  one  to  another,  tender  bear  ted,  forgiving 
one  another.  —  EPH.  IV,  32. 

Father,  we  thank  thee  for  the  night, 
And  for  the  pleasant  morning  light, 
For  rest  and  food  and  loving  care, 
And  all  that  makes  the  day  so  fair. 

Help  us  to  do  the  things  we  should, 
To  be  to  others  kind  and  good  ; 
In  all  we  do  in  work  or  play 
To  grow  more  loving  every  day. 

—  REBECCA  J.  WESTON. 
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JULY  27 

Let  him  that  thinketh  that  he  standeth  take  heed 
lest  he  fall.  —I  COR.  X,  12. 

Mine  be  the  reverent,  listening  love 
That  waits  all  day  on  thee,  — 
The  service  of  a  watchful  heart, 
Which  no  one  else  can  see. 

—  ANNA  LAETITIA  WARING. 

JULY  28 

And  after  the  fire  —  a  still  small  -voice  ! 

-I  KINGS  XIX,  12. 

I  hear  it  often  in  the  dark, 

I  hear  it  in  the  light,  — 

Where  is  the  voice  that  calls  to  me 

With  such  a  quiet  might  ? 

It  seems  but  echo  to  my  thought, 

And  yet  beyond  the  stars ; 

It  seems  a  heart-beat  in  a  hush, 

And  yet  the  planet  jars ! 

—  WILLIAM  CHANNING  GANNETT. 

JULY  29 

Put  on  the  -whole  armour  of  God. 

—  EPH.  vi,  11. 

Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

—  PHILIP  DODDRIDGE. 
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JULY  30 

So  is  the  kingdom  of  God,  as  if  a  man  should  cast 

a  seed  into  the  ground. 

—  MARK  IV,  26. 

Another  day  in  which  to  cast 
Some  silent  deed  of  love  abroad, 
That  greatening  as  it  journeys  past, 
May  do  some  earnest  work  for  God. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

JULY   31 

Man  shall  not  live  by  bread  alone. 

—  MATT.  IV,  4. 

By  bread,  but  "  not  by  bread  alone  "  — 
The  spirit  hath  its  need, 

And  on  the  ministry  of  truth 
Its  growing  strength  must  feed. 

—  JULIA  WARD  HOWE. 
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/  bear  the  wild  bee  wind  bis  born, 
The  bird  swings  on  the  ripened  wheat, 
The  long  green  lances  of  the  corn 
Are  tilting  in  tbe  winds  of  morn, 
The  locust  shrills  his  song  of  beat. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 


White-capt  waves  far  round  tbe  ocean, 
Leaping  in  thanks  or  leaping  in  play, 
All  your  bright  faces  in  happy  commotion, 
Make  glad  matins  this  summer  day. 

Tbe  rosy  light  through  the  morning's  portals 
Tinges  your  crests  with  an  August  hue  ; 
Calling  on  us,  thought -prisoned  mortals, 
Thus  to  live  in  tbe  moment  too  ! 

—  JAMES  FREEMAN  CLARKE. 


*    AUGUST  1 

/  will  open  rivers  in  high  places,  and  fountains  in 
the  midst  of  the  valleys.  —  ISA.  XLI,  is. 

My  life  is  like  a  little  boat 

Upon  a  mighty  river  ; 

It  rocks  and  sways  and  keeps  afloat, 

Though  swift  the  current  ever. 
Asking  not  to  know  the  way 
Wishing  not  to  turn  or  stay, 
Floating  ever,  night  and  day, 
Onward  to  the  ocean 

—  EMMA  ENDICOTT  MAREAN. 

AUGUST  2 

/  am  come  a  light  into  the  world. 

—  JOHN  XII,  46. 

Let  thy  day  be  to  thy  night 

A  teller  of  good  tidings.     Let  thy  praise 

Go  up  as  birds  go  up,  that  when  they  wake 

Shake  off  the  dew  and  soar. 

—  JEAN  INGELOW. 

AUGUST  3 

Then  shall  all  the  trees  of  the  -wood  rejoice. 

—  PSALMS  XCVI,  12. 

The  blue  sky  is  the  temple's  arch ; 
Its  transept  earth  and  air ; 
The  music  of  its  starry  march 
The  chorus  of  a  prayer. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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AUGUST  4 

His  dominion  shall  be  from  sea  even  to  sea. 

—  ZECH.  IX,  10. 

Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  porch 
I  hear  the  wind  among  the  trees, 
The  river  babbling  in  the  clove, 
And  that  great  sound  that  is  the  sea. 

—  Buss  CARMAN. 

AUGUST  5 

How  great  is  his  beauty  ! 

—  ZECH.   IX,  17. 

Squalid  and  foul  the  city  street, 

Low' ring  the  sky  and  sour  ; 

Sudden  from  heav'n  compassion  sweet 

Fell  in  a  sunlit  show'r  ; 

Sprang  from  its  heart  a  rainbow  pure, 

To  make  the  world  of  beauty  sure. 

—  CHARLOTTE  PORTER. 

AUGUST  6 

The  Lord  is  my  rock  and  my  fortress. 

—  PSALMS  XVHI,2. 
The  shelter  of  a  rock 
Is  sweeter  than  the  roofs  of  all  the  world. 

—  EDWIN  MARKHAM. 
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AUGUST  7 

Not  slothful  in  business,  fervent  in  spirit,  serving 
the  Lord. 

—  ROMANS  XII,  n. 

The  ceaseless  flowing  of  the  stream 
Doth  keep  its  waters  clear  and  cool ; 
T  would  soon  become  a  stagnant  pool 
Were  it  to  pause  to  drone  and  dream. 

—  ALICE  K.  VAN  BUREN. 

AUGUST  8 

/  will  sing  unto  the  Lord  as  long  as  I  live. 

—  PSALMS  CIV,  33. 
I  lift  my  heart  up  in  the  sun 

To  show  thee  all  its  song  — 
A  morning  nest  of  birds  for  thee 
To  whom  the  birds  belong ; 
I  lift  it  up  ;  I  bid  it  sing 
Against  the  winds  that  throng. 

—  JOSEPHINE  PRESTON  PEABODY. 

AUGUST  9 

The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God. 

—  PSALMS  XIX,  1. 

How  beautiful  the  setting  sun ! 
The  clouds  how  bright  and  gay  ! 
The  stars,  appearing  one  by  one, 
How  beautiful  are  they  ! 
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And  when  the  moon  climbs  up  the  sky, 

And  sheds  her  gentle  light, 

And  hangs  her  crystal  lamp  on  high, 

How  beautiful  is  night ! 

—  ELIZA  LEE  POLLEN. 

AUGUST   10 

And  this  commandment  have  we  from  him,  that  be 

who  loveth  God  love  his  brother  also. 

—  I  JOHN  iv,  21. 

Let  me  live  in  my  house  by  the  side  of  the  road 
And  be  a  friend  to  man. 

—  SAM  WALTER  Foss. 

AUGUST  11 

Love  is  tbefufilling  of  the  law. 

—  ROMANS  XIII,  10. 
Since  God  is  love,  and  loving 

Is  heaven,  love  keeps  the  gate ; 
And  they  who  know  love's  secret 
Need  for  no  future  wait. 

—  MINOT  JUDSON  SAVAGE. 

AUGUST   12 

/  remember  the  days  of  old. 

—  PSALMS  CXLIII,  5- 

I  climbed  a  hill -path  strange  and  new 
With  slow  feet,  pausing  at  each  turn ; 

A  sudden  waft  of  west  wind  blew 
The  breath  of  the  sweet  fern. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER 
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AUGUST  13 

Ye  shall  be  remembered. 

—  NUMBERS  X,9- 

And  the  strangest  thing  is  often  this  : 
That  the  briery,  tangled  spots 
Which  cumber  our  feet  are  thick  and  sweet 
With  the  Lord's  forget-me-nots. 

—  MARGARET   E.    SANGSTER. 

AUGUST  14 

The  strength  of  the  hills  is  his  also, 

—  PSALMS  XCV.4. 
I  stand  on  high, 

Close  to  the  sky, 

Kissed  by  unsullied  lips  of  light ; 

Fanned  by  soft  airs, 

That  seem  like  prayers, 

Floating  to  God  through  ether  bright. 

—  CHARLES  GORDON  AMES. 

AUGUST  13 

Thy  word  is  true  from  the  beginning. 

—  PSALMS  CXIX,  160. 

And  Nature,  the  old  nurse,  took 
The  child  upon  her  knee, 
Saying :  "  Here  is  a  story-book 
Thy  Father  has  written  for  thee." 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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AUGUST  16 

//  shall  blossom  abundantly  and  rejoice  even  with 
joy  and  singing.  _  ISA>  xxXV)  IL 

A  little  love,  a  little  trust, 
A  soft  impulse,  a  sudden  dream  — 
And  life  as  dry  as  desert  dust 
Is  fresher  than  a  mountain  stream. 

—  STOPFORD  A.  BROOKE. 

AUGUST  17 

We  being  many  are  one  body  in  Christ,  and  every 
one  members  one  of  another.  _  ROMANS  xii  5 

The  wider  the  circle  of  love  we  make, 
The  happier  life  we  live  ; 
And  the  more  we  give  for  another's  sake, 
The  more  we  shall  have  to  give. 

—  HELEN  JOSEPHINE  WESCOTT. 

AUGUST  18 

Every  man  that  strivetb  for  the  mastery  is  temper 
ate  in  all  things.  _  l  COR  K>  2S< 

Take  Temperance  to  thy  breast 
While  yet  is  the  hour  for  choosing, 
As  arbitress  exquisite  of  all  that  shall  thee  betide. 
For  better  than  Fortune's  best 
Is  mastery  in  the  using, 
And  sweeter  than  all  things  sweet 

The  art  to  lay  it  aside. 

—  LOUISE  IMOGEN  GUINEY, 
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AUGUST   19 

There  hath  not  failed  one   word  of  all  Ms  good 

promise. 

—  I  KINGS  VIII,  56. 

In  the  lexicon  of  youth,  which  fate  reserves 
For  a  bright  manhood,  there  is  no  such  word 
As  — fail. 

—  EDWARD   BULWER   LYTTON. 

AUGUST  20 

Blessed  is  he  that  consideretb  the  poor. 

—  PSALMS  XLI,  1. 

You  hear  that  boy  laughing  ?  —  you  think  he 's  all  fun ; 
But  the  angels  laugh,  too,  at  the  good  he  has  done ; 
The  children  laugh  loud  as  they  troop  to  his  call, 
And  the  poor  man  that  knows  him  laughs  loudest  of  all- 

—  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 

AUGUST  21 

If  our  heart  condemn  us  not,  then  have  we  confi 
dence  toward  God. 

—  I  JOHN  III,2i. 

He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast 
May  sit  in  the  centre  and  enjoy  bright  day. 

—  JOHN  MILTON. 
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AUGUST  22 

As  many  as  are  led  by  the  spirit  of  God,  they  are 
the  sons  of  God.  —  ROMANS  VIII,  14. 

I  grant  to  the  wise  his  meed, 
But  his  yoke  I  will  not  brook, 
,  For  God  taught  me  to  read,  — 
He  lent  me  the  world  for  a  book. 

—  JEAN  INGELOW. 

AUGUST  23 

The  fruit  of  the  spirit  is  love,  joy,  peace, 
long-suffering,  gentleness,  goodness,  faith,  meekness, 
temperance.  —GAL.  ¥,22-23. 

Let  the  dry  heart  fill  its  cup, 

Like  a  poppy  looking  up  ; 

Let  life  lightly  wear  her  crown 

Like  a  poppy  looking  down, 

When  its  heart  is  filled  with  dew, 

And  its  life  begins  anew. 

—  EDWIN  MARKHAM. 

AUGUST  24 

Thou  shalt  guide  me  with  thy  counsel. 

—  PSALMS  LXXIII,  24. 

Let  me  have  brook  and  flower  and  bird 
For  counsellors,  that  I  may  learn 
The  very  accent  of  their  tongue, 

And  its  least  syllable  discern. 

—  BLISS  CARMAN, 
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AUGUST  23 

A  merry  heart  maketh  a  cheerful  countenance. 

—  PROV.  XV,  13. 

Be  noble — that  is  more  than  wealth ; 
Do  right  —  that  is  more  than  place  ; 
Then  in  the  spirit  there  is  health, 
And  gladness  in  the  face. 

—  GEORGE  MACDOrULD. 

AUGUST  26 

Speak  unto  the  children  of  Israel  that  they  go  forward. 

—  EXODUS  XIV,  15. 

We  are  beaten  back  in  many  a  fray, 
But  newer  strength  we  borrow ; 
And  where  the  vanguard  rests  to-day 
The  rear  shall  camp  to-morrow. 

—  GERALD  MASSEY. 

AUGUST  27 

The  heavens  shall  praise  thy  wonders,  O  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  LXXXIX,  5. 

From  the  ripened  thistles  went 

Floating  wee  balloons ; 

All  seemed  on  a  journey  bent 

In  those  August  noons. 

But  lake  and  sky  wore  deeper  blue, 

To  show  that  summer's  heart  was  true. 

—  MARY  THACHER  HIGGINSON. 
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AUGUST  28 

/  do  set  my  bow  in  the  cloud,  and  it  shall  be  for  a 
token. 

—  GEN.  IX,  13. 

Rose,  violet,  orange,  marigold, 
In  a  ribbon  of  light  on  the  clouds  unrolled ! 
Red  of  poppy  and  green  leaves,  too, 
Sunflower  yellow,  and  larkspur  blue ! 

A  great,  wide,  wondrous,  splendid  wreath, 
It  seemed  to  the  little  girl  beneath  ; 
How  did  it  grow  so  fast  up  there, 
And  suddenly  blossom,  high  in  the  air  ? 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

AUGUST  29 

Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men  that  they  may  see 
your  good  works. 

—  MATT.  V,  16. 

Because  its  myriad  glimmering  plumes, 
Like  a  great  army's,  stir  and  wave ; 
Because  its  gold  in  billows  blooms, 
The  poor  man's  barren  walks  to  lave ; 
Because  its  sun -shaped  blossoms  show 
How  souls  receive  the  light  of  God, 
And  unto  earth  give  back  that  glow,- 
I  thank  Him  for  the  golden-rod. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 
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AUGUST  30 

//  is  God  that  worketb  in  you  both  to  will  and  to  do. 

—  PHIL.  II,  13- 

Oh,  when  "  bear  a  hand  "  is  the  brisk  command, 
T  is  the  sailor  knows  how  the  saying  goes, 
And  there  's  no  delay  nor  dally  ; 
But  a  landsman,  too,  is  as  swift  and  true 
When  he  hears  the  word,  and  his  heart  is  stirred, 
To  be  up  where  strong  men  rally. 

—  FRANK  WALCOTT  HUTT. 

AUGUST  31 

He  givetb  grace  unto  the  lowly. 

—  PROV.  111,34. 

Wondrous  truths,  and  manifold  as  wondrous, 
God  hath  written  in  those  stars  above ; 
But  not  less  in  the  bright  flowerets  under  us 
Stands  the  revelation  of  his  love. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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There  are  flowers  enough  in  the  summer  time, 

More  flowers  than  I  can  remember  — 

But  none  with  the  purple,  gold,  and  red 

That  dyes  the  flowers  of  September  ! 

The  gorgeous  flowers  of  September ! 

And  the  sun  looks  through 

A  clearer  blue 

And  the  moon  at  night 

Sheds  a  clearer  light 

On  the  beautiful  flowers  of  September. 

—  MARY  HOWITT. 


O  golden,  glad  September  ! 

O  bright  sunshiny  days  ! 

Next  winter  we  'II  remember 

Your  soft  and  yellow  ha^e, 

And  try  to  make  your  mellow  cheer 

Light  up  those  wintry  days  and  drear. 

Oh,  yes  !  We  will  remember 

You,  golden,  glad  September. 

—  HELEN  M.  WINSLOW. 


SEPTEMBER   1 

Happy  is  the  man  that  findeth  wisdom,  and  the 

man  that  getteth  understanding. 

—  PROV.  Ill,  13. 

We  all  can  work  the  better 
For  having  holiday, 
For  playing  ball  and  tennis 
And  riding  on  the  hay  ! 

The  great  old  book  of  Nature 
Prepares  us  plain  to  see 
How  very  well  worth  learning 
All  other  books  may  be. 

MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 


SEPTEMBER  2 

All  the  earth  shall  he  filled  with  the  glory  of  the 

Lord. 

—  NUMBERS  XIV,  21. 

I  know  the  lands  are  lit 
With  all  the  autumn  blaze  of  golden-rod, 
And  everywhere  the  purple  asters  nod 
And  bend  and  wave  and  flit. 

—  HELEN  HUNT  JACKSON. 
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SEPTEMBER  3 

First  the  blade,  then  the  ear,  after  that  the  full 

corn  in  the  ear. 

—  MARK  IV,  28. 

First  the  grain  .and  then  the  blade, 
The  one  destroyed,  the  other  made ; 
Then  stalk  and  blossom,  and  again 
The  gold  of  newly  minted  grain. 

—  JOHN  BANNISTER  TABB. 

SEPTEMBER  4 

To-day,  I  must  abide  at  thy  house. 

—  LUKE  XIX,  5- 

Raise  a  hut,  however  slight, 
Weeds  and  brambles  smother, 
And  to  roof  and  meal  invite 
Some  forlorner  brother. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 

SEPTEMBER   5 

She  looheth  well  to  the  ways  of  her  household. 

—  PROV.  xxxi,  27. 

Along  the  path  of  a  useful  life 

Will  heart's  ease  ever  bloom ; 

The  busy  mind  has  no  time  to  think 

Of  sorrow,  or  care,  or  gloom ; 

And  anxious  thoughts  may  be  swept  away 

As  we  busily  wield  a  broom. 

—  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT. 
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SEPTEMBER  6 

Thy  kingdom  come ;  thy  will  be  done,  as  in  heaven 
so  in  earth. 

—  LUKE  XI,  2. 

Not  in  the  heaven  you  dream  of 
Is  truest  happiness : 
You  are  as  God  when  like  him 
Some  needy  life  you  bless. 

—  MINOT  JUDSON  SAVAGE. 

SEPTEMBER   7 

He  that  soweth  and  he  that  reapeth  may  rejoice 

together. 

—  JOHN  IV,  36. 

It  is  a  comely  fashion  to  be  glad,  — 
Joy  is  the  grace  we  say  to  God. 

—  JEAN  INGELOW. 

SEPTEMBER  8 

The  glory  of  children  are  their  fathers. 

-  PROV.  XVII,  6. 

And  we  '11  do  all  that  father  likes ; 

His  wishes  are  so  few ; 

Would  they  were  more  ;  that  every  hour 

Some  wish  of  his  I  knew ! 

I  'm  sure  it  makes  a  happy  day, 

When  I  can  please  him,  any  way. 

—  MARY  HOWITT. 
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SEPTEMBER  9 

The  Lord  trietb  the  hearts. 

-  PROV.  XVII,  3. 

Not  in  the  clamor  of  the  street, 

Not  in  the  shouts  and  plaudits  of  the  throng, 

But  in  ourselves  are  triumph  and  defeat. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

SEPTEMBER   10 

He  maketh  peace  in  thy  borders,  and  fillet})  thee 

with  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 

—  PSALMS  CXLVII,  14. 

To-day  the  golden  time  for  joy 
Beneath  the  household  eaves  ; 
To-day  the  royal  time  for  work, 
For  "  bringing  in  the  sheaves." 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 

SEPTEMBER   11 

O  that  my  words  were  now  written  .  .  .  that  they 
were  graven  with  an  iron  pen  and  lead  in  the  rock 
forever.  For  I  know  that  my  redeemer  liveth. 

—  JOB  XIX,  23,  24,  25. 

-  Beneath  the  rule  of  men  entirely  great 
The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword. 

—  EDWARD  BULWER  LYTTON. 
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SEPTEMBER   12 

They  went  every  one  straight  forward. 

—  EZEKIEL  X,  22. 

"  Lopk  forward,  not  back !  "    'T  is  the  chant  of  crea 
tion, 

The  chime  of  the  seasons  as  onward  they  roll ; 
'T  is  the  pulse  of  the  world,  't  is  the  hope  of  the  ages,  — 
This  voice  of  the  Lord  in  the  depths  of  the  soul ! 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 


SEPTEMBER   13 

Whom  the  Lord  loveth,  he  chasteneth. 

—  HEB.  XII,  6. 

Some  murmur  when  their  sky  is  clear, 
And  wholly  bright  to  view, 
If  one  small  speck  of  dark  appear 
In  their  great  heaven  of  blue ; 

And  some  with  thankful  love  are  filled, 
If  but  one  streak  of  light, 
One  ray  of  God's  good  mercy  gild 
The  darkness  of  their  night. 

—  RICHARD  C.  TRENCH. 


119 


FORGET-ME  -  NOT  —  SEPTEMBER 


SEPTEMBER   14 

No  chastening  for  the  present  seemeth  to  be  joyous. 
.  .  .  Afterward  it  yieldeth    the  peaceable  fruit  of 

righteousness. 

—  HEB.  XII,  it. 

Lifelong  we  build  these  human  natures  up 
Into  a  temple  fit  for  freedom's  shrine. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

SEPTEMBER   15 

Of  him,  and  to  him,  and  through  him  are  all  things, 

to  whom  be  glory  forever  ! 

—  ROMANS  XI,  36. 

For  the  fruit  upon  the  tree, 
For  the  birds  that  sing  of  thee, 
For  the  earth  in  beauty  dressed, 
Father,  mother,  and  the  rest, 
For  thy  precious  loving  care, 
For  thy  bounty  everywhere, 
Father  in  heaven,  we  thank  thee. 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 

SEPTEMBER   16 

Look  up  and  lift  up  your  heads. 

—  LUKE  XXI,  28. 

How  good  is  man's  life,  the  mere  living  !    How  fit  to 

employ 
All  the  heart,  and  the  soul,  and  the  senses  forever  in 

py' 

—  ROBERT  BROWNING. 
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SEPTEMBER   17 

Tbe  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit  which 

in  the  sight  of  God  of  great  price. 

- 1  PETER  III,  4. 

I  do  not  ask  for  any  crown 
But  that  which  all  may  win, 
Nor  seek  to  conquer  any  world 
Except  the  one  within. 

—  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT. 

SEPTEMBER   18 

The  king's  business  required  haste. 

-  I  SAMUEL  XXI,  8. 

Would  we  "  bear  a  hand,"  we  should  understand 

That  to  look  and  wait  is  to  be  too  late 

When  a  little  help  is  needed  ; 

And  to  step  aside  from  the  restless  tide 

Is  to  let  the  cry  of  the  poor  go  by, 

And  their  want  still  pass  unheeded. 

—  FRANK  WALCOTT  HUTT. 

SEPTEMBER   19 

A  little  one  shall  become  a  thousand. 

—  ISA.  LX,  22. 

"  I  cannot  do  much,"  said  a  little  star, 
"  To  make  this  dark  world  bright ; 
My  silvery  beams  cannot  pierce  far 
Into  the  gloom  of  night ; 
Yet  I  am  a  part  of  God's  great  plan, 
And  so  I  will  do  the  best  that  I  can." 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 
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SEPTEMBER  20 

Behold  thou  hast  made  the  heaven  and  the  earth. 

—  JER.  XXXII,  17. 

A  world  above  man's  head  to  let  him  see 
How  boundless  might  his  soul's  horizon  be ! 
How  vast,  yet  of  what  clear  transparency  ! 

—  MATTHEW  ARNOLD. 

SEPTEMBER  21 

In  all  these  things  we  are  more  than  conquerors. 

—  ROMANS  VIII,  37. 

There  are  millions  of  loving  thoughts  and  deeds 
All  ripe  for  awakening, 

That  never  would  start  from  the  world's  cold  heart 
But  for  sorrow  and  suffering. 

—  ROBERT  BEVERLY  HALL. 

SEPTEMBER  22 

Where  bast  thou  gleaned  to-day  ? 

—  RUTH  II,  19. 

A  haze  on  the  fair  horizon, 
The  infinite,  tender  sky, 
The  ripe,  rich  tints  of  the  cornfields, 
And  wild  geese  sailing  high,  — 
And  all  over  upland  and  lowland 
The  charm  of  the  golden-rod,  — 
Some  of  us  call  it  autumn, 
And  others  call  it  God. 

—  WILLIAM  HERBERT  CARRUTH. 
122 


FORGET-ME-NOT  — SEPTEMBER 

arag^BrgngaFaFgg^Hng;^^ 

SEPTEMBER  23 

The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous. 

—  MATT.  IX,  37. 

The  autumn  time  has  come ; 
On  woods  that  dream  of  bloom, 
And  over  purpling  vines, 
The  low  sun  fainter  shines. 

The  aster-flower  is  failing, 
The  hazel's  gold  is  paling ; 
Yet  overhead  more  near 
The  eternal  stars  appear ! 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

SEPTEMBER  24 

He  leadeth  me  beside  the  still  waters. 

—  PSALMS  XXIII,  2. 

The  gentian's  bluest  fringes 
Are  curling  in  the  sun, 
In  dusty  pods  the  milkweed 
Its  hidden  silk  has  spun. 

The  sedges  flaunt  their  harvest 
In  every  meadow  nook, 
And  asters  by  the  brookside 
Make  asters  in  the  brook. 

—  HELEN  HUNT  JACKSON 
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SEPTEMBER  25 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  them  that  revere 
him. 

—  PSALMS  XXV,  14. 

In  all  places,  then,  and  in  all  seasons, 
Flowers  expand  their  light  and  soul-like  wings, 
Teaching  us,  by  most  persuasive  reasons, 
How  akin  they  are  to  human  things. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

SEPTEMBER  26 

God  understandeth  the  way  thereof,  and  he  knoweth 

the  place  thereof. 

—  JOB  XXVIII,  23. 

I  saw  the  diff'rent  things  you  did, 
But  always  felt  yourself  you  hid ; 
I  felt  you  push,  I  felt  you  call, 
I  could  not  see  yourself  at  all ! 

O  wind  a-blowing  all  night  long  ! 
O  wind  that  blows  so  loud  a  song ! 
O  wind  that  blows  so  loud  a  song  ! 

—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 
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SEPTEMBER  27 

/4//  things  are  yours. 

—  I  COR.  ill,  21. 

For  all  of  the  brown  old  planet, 
All  of  the  deep  blue  sky, 
All  that  the  ear  can  hearken, 
All  that  can  fill  the  eye, 

Is  mine  by  the  law  of  beauty  ; 
And  men  may  give  or  withhold, 
When  he  who  is  God  of  beauty, 
Her  secret  to  us  has  told. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

SEPTEMBER  28 

He  is  my  refuge  and  my  fortress. 

—  PSALMS  XCI,  2. 

And  I  will  trust  that  he  who  heeds 
The  life  that  hides  in  mead  and  wold, 
Who  hangs  yon  alder's  crimson  beads, 
And  stains  these  mosses  green  and  gold, 
Will  still,  as  he  hath  done,  incline 
His  gracious  care  to  me  and  mine. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 


125 


FORGET-ME-NOT  —  SEPTEMBER 

'waRKRKHsn'Fa'rHriSFaff^rrsffaF^^ 

SEPTEMBER  29 

Bless  the  Lord  .  .  .  who  crowneth  tbee  with  loving 

kindness  and  tender  mercies. 

—  PSALMS  cm,  1,4. 

Think  you,  'mid  all  this  mighty  sum 
Of  things  forever  speaking, 
That  nothing  of  itself  will  come, 
But  we  must  still  be  seeking  ? 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

SEPTEMBER  30 

Let  them  that  love  him  be  as  the  sun  when  he  goeth 

forth  in  his  might. 

—  JUDGES  V,  31. 

So  oft  the  doing  of  God's  will 
Our  foolish  wills  undoeth ! 
And  yet  what  idle  dream  breaks  ill, 
Which  morning  light  subdueth  ? 
And  who  would  murmur  or  misdoubt 
When  God's  great  sunrise  finds  him  out  ? 
—  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 
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For  the  glory  of  autumn,  the  scarlet  and  crimson 
and  gold  of  the  forests,  —  We  thank  thee  ! 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 

Heap  high  the  farmer's  wintry  hoard! 
Heap  high  the  golden  corn  ! 
No  richer  gift  has  autumn  poured 
From  out  her  lavish  horn  ! 

Let  other  lands  exulting  glean 
The  apple  from  the  pine, 
The  orange  from  its  glossy  green, 
The  cluster  from  the  vine. 

We  letter  love  the  hardy  gift 
Our  rugged  vales  bestow, 
To  cheer  us  when  the  storm  shall  drift 
Our  harvest -fields  with  snow. 

Still  let  the  good  old  crop  adorn 
The  hills  our  fathers  trod  ; 
Still  let  us,  for  his  golden  corn, 
Send  up  our  thanks  to  God. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 


OCTOBER   1 

In  that  day  shall  the  Lord  of  hosts  be  for  a  crown 
of  glory  and  for  a  diadem  of  beauty. 

—  ISA.  XXVIII,  5. 

O  suns  and  skies  and  clouds  of  June, 
And  flowers  of  June  together, 
Ye  cannot  rival  for  one  hour 
October's  bright  blue  weather, 

When  all  the  lovely  wayside  things 
Their  white-winged  seeds  are  sowing, 
And  in  the  fields,  still  green  and  fair, 
Late  aftermaths  are  growing. 

—  HELEN  HUNT  JACKSON. 


OCTOBER  2 

Thy  faithfulness  reacheth  unto  the  clouds. 

—  PSALMS  XXXVI,  5. 

Soon  the  birches  could  not  hold 
Back  their  yellow  leaves ; 
Royal  roads  must  shine  with  gold, 
Though  the  forest  grieves  ; 
Lighting  now  their  torches  red, 
Maples  in  the  pageant  led. 

—  MARY  THACHER  HIGGINSON. 
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OCTOBER  3 

We  are  labourers  together  with  God. 

- 1  COR.  Ill,  9. 

O  painter  of  the  fruits  and  flowers, 
We  own  thy  wise  design, 
Whereby  these  human  hands  of  ours 
May  share  the  works  of  thine  ! 
Apart  from  thee  we  plant  in  vain 
The  root,  and  sow  the  seed  ; 
Thy  early  and  thy  latter  rain, 
Thy  sun  and  dew  we  need. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

OCTOBER  4 

He  deligbtetb  in  Ms  way. 

—  PSALMS  XXXVII,  23. 

Now  the  joys  of  the  road  are  chiefly  these ! 
A  crimson  touch  on  the  hard- wood  trees'; 
A  vagrant's  morning,  wide  and  blue, 
In  early  fall,  when  the  wind  walks  too. 

—  RICHARD  HOVEY. 

OCTOBER   5 

The  mountains  and  the  bills  shall  break  forth  be 
fore  you  into  singing. 

-ISA.  LV,i2. 

When  on  the  breath  of  autumn  breeze 
From  pastures  dry  and  brown, 
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Goes  floating  like  an  idle  thought 
The  fair,  white  thistle-down  ; 

0  then  what  joy  to  walk  at  will 
Upon  that  golden  harvest  hill ! 

—  MARY  HOWITT. 

OCTOBER  6 

There  shall  be  showers  of  blessing. 

—  EZEK.  xxxiv.  26. 

His  blessings  fall  in  plenteous  showers 
Upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
That  teems  with  foliage,  fruits,  and  flowers, 
And  rings  with  youthful  mirth. 

—  JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

OCTOBER   7 

The  earth  shall  be  full  of  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord. 

—  ISA.  XI,  9. 

1  know  the  look  of  wind-blown  grass, 
The  quiet  rustle  of  the  corn, 

The  lusty  song  the  thrasher  sings 
To  usher  in  the  glowing  morn. 

Wherefore,  O  skeptic,  go  and  try 
Your  question  in  some  other  ear ; 
I  know  enough  to  keep  my  heart 
Brimful  of  joy  from  year  to  year. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 
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OCTOBER  8 

The  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  endure  for  ever. 

—  PSALMS  CIV,  31. 
O  the  lovely  Autumn  days, 

When  the  earth  is  all  ablaze 
With  a  thousand  kindling  dyes, 
And  a  misty  glory  lies 
All  about  our  common  ways. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

OCTOBER  9 

God  gave  the  increase. 

—  I  COR.  Ill,  6. 

Yes,  gentle  voice,  though  the  fair  days  depart, 
And  skies  grow  cold  above  the  restless  sea, 
God's  gifts  are  measureless,  and  there  shall  be 
Eternal  summer  in  the  grateful  heart. 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 

OCTOBER   10 

Trust  in  the  living  God  who  giveth  us  richly  all 

things  to  enjoy. 

—  I  TIMOTHY  VI,  17. 

Then  doth  thy  sweet  and  quiet  eye 
Look  through  its  fringes  to  the  sky, 
Blue  —  blue  —  as  if  that  sky  let  fall 
A  flower  from  its  cerulean  wall. 

—  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 
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Behold  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  within  you. 

—  LUKE  XVII,  21. 

Children,  sing  to  him  whose  love 
Broods  your  happy  lives  above  ; 

Raise  your  tuneful  voices  high 
To  our  Father  in  the  sky. 

For  the  flowers  and  for  the  wheat, 
For  the  cold  and  for  the  heat, 
For  the  fruit  and  for  the  grain, 
For  the  sunshine  and  the  rain. 

—  MARGARET    E.   SANGSTER. 

OCTOBER   12 

Be  strong  and  of  a  good  courage. 

—  JOSHUA  I,  6. 

What  to  thee  is  shadow,  to  him  is  day, 

And  the  end  he  knoweth, 

And  not  on  a  blind  and  aimless  way 

The  spirit  goeth. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

OCTOBER   13 

The  kingdom  of  God  cometh  not  with  observation. 

—  LUKE  XVII,  20. 

Through  the  weary  days  of  sowing, 
Burning  sun,  and  drenching  shower, 
Day  by  day,  so  slowly  growing, 
Comes  the  waited  harvest  hour. 
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So  the  kingdom  cometh  ever, 
Though  it  seem  so  far  away ; 
Each  bright  thought  and  true  endeavor 
Hastens  on  the  blessed  day. 

—  MINOT  JUDSON  SAVAGE. 

OCTOBER   14 

/  will  uphold  thee  with  the  right  hand  of  my  right 
eousness. 

—  ISA.  XLI,  10. 

Thanks,  thanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught ! 
Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  life 
Our  fortunes  must  be  wrought ; 
Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thought ! 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

OCTOBER   15 

She  gleaned  in  the  field  until  even. 

—  RUTH  II,  1 7. 

Whate'er  the  theme  —  the  maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no  ending  ; 
I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work, 
And  o'er  the  sickle  bending ; 
I  listened  till  I  had  my  fill, 
And  when  I  mounted  up  the  hill, 
The  music  in  my  heart  I  bore, 
Long  after  it  was  heard  no  more. 

—  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH, 
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OCTOBER   16 

Out  of  -weakness  they  were  made  strong. 

—  HEB.  XI,  34. 

T  is  not  the  grapes  of  Canaan  that  repay, 
But  the  high  faith  that  failed  not  by  the  way. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

OCTOBER   17 

O  Lord,  thy  thoughts  are  "very  deep. 

—  PSALMS  XCII,  5. 

The  man  who  idly  sits  and  thinks 
May  sow  a  nobler  crop  than  corn  ; 
For  thoughts  are  seeds  of  future  deeds, 
And  when  God  thought  the  world  was  born. 

—  GEORGE  JOHN  ROMANES. 


OCTOBER   18 

Be  gentle  unto  all  men,  apt  to  teach,  patient. 

—  II  TIMOTHY  II,  24. 

The  morns  are  meeker  than  they  were, 
The  nuts  are  getting  brown  ; 
The  berry's  cheek  is  plumper, 
The  rose  is  out  of  town. 

—  EMILY  DICKINSON. 


t35 


FORGET-ME-NOT  — OCTOBER 

'sns'araffWFzrgirHT^jnHHHrsrsnHnun^ 

OCTOBER   19 

As  far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  he 
removed  our  transgressions  from  us. 

—  PSALMS  CHI,  12. 

No  one,  I  say,  is  conquered  till  he  yields, 
And  yield  he  need  not,  while  like  mist  from  glass, 
God  wipes  the  stain  of  life's  old  battlefields 
From  every  morning  that  he  brings  to  pass. 

—  JAMES  BUCKHAM. 

OCTOBER  20 

All  the  trees  of  the  fields  shall  clap  their  hands. 

—  ISA.  LV,  12. 

For  the  chestnuts,  and  beechnuts, 

And  walnuts  and  shagbarks  and  hickories, 

We  thank  thee. 

—  EDWARD  EVERETT  HALE. 

OCTOBER  21 

Blessed  of  the  Lord  be  his  land  .  .  .  for  the  precious 
fruits  brought  forth  by  the  sun. 

—  DEUT.  XXXIII,  13, 14. 

Gayly  chattering  to  the  clattering 
Of  the  brown  nuts  downward  pattering, 
Leap  the  squirrels,  red  and  gray ; 
Drop  the  apples  red  and  yellow, 
Drop  the  russet  pears  and  mellow, 
Drop  the  red  leaves  all  the  day. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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OCTOBER  22 

/  sat  down  under  Ms  shadow  with  great  delight. 

—  SONG  II,  3. 

The  apple  harvest  time  is  here, 
The  tender  apple  harvest  time  ; 
A  sheltering  calm  unknown  at  prime, 
Settles  upon  the  brooding  year. 

—  BLISS  CARMAN. 

OCTOBER  23 

Take  of  the  best  fruits  of  the  land  .  .  .  and  carry 

down  the  man  a  present. 

—  GEN.  XLIII,  11. 

Of  all  fair  bounties  ever  bought 
Of  gem  or  jewels  rare, 
What  treasure  like  a  loving  thought, 
Or  love's  far-reaching  prayer  ? 

—  MARY  MAPES  DODGE. 

OCTOBER  24 

Riches  and  honor  are  with  me,  yea,  durable  riches, 
and  righteousness. 

—  PROV.  VIII,  18. 

Such  is  the  patriot's  boast 

Where'er  we  roam ; 

His  first,  best  country  ever  is  at  home. 

—  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 
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OCTOBER  25 

The  birds  of  the  air  have  nests. 

—  MATT.  VIII,  20. 
Whither  away,  robin, 
Whither  away  ? 

Is  it  through  envy  of  the  maple  leaf, 
Whose  blushes  mock  the  crimson  of  thy  breast, 
Thou  wilt  not  stay  ? 

The  summer  days  were  long,  yet  all  too  brief 
The  happy  season  thou  hast  been  our  guest  : 
Whither  away  ? 

—  EDMUND  CLARENCE  STEDMAN. 

OCTOBER  26 

Not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God. 

—  LUKE  XII,  6. 

There  is  a  Power  whose  care 
Teaches  thy  way  along  that  pathless  coast  — 
The  desert  and  illimitable  air  — 
Lone  wandering,  but  not  lost. 

Thou  'rt  gone,  —  the  abyss  of  heaven 
Hath  swallowed  up  thy  form  ;  yet  on  my  heart 
Deeply  hath  sunk  the  lesson  thou  hast  given, 
And  shall  not  soon  depart. 

—  WILLIAM  CULLEN   BYRANT. 
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OCTOBER  27 

Consider  the  ravens,  for  they  neither  sow  nor  reap ; 
which  neither  have  storehouse  nor  barn ;  and  God 

feedeth  them. 

—  LUKE  XII,  24. 

And  thanks  that  the  whole  of  the  harvest 

Is  not  for  the  children  of  men ; 

That  the  birds  and  beasts  are  remembered, 

And  dwellers  in  river  and  fen ; 

That  he  giveth  them  meat  in  due  season, 

And  heareth  their  cry  when  they  call,  — 

The  tiniest,  weakest  among  them, 

The  hugest  and  strongest  of  all. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

OCTOBER   28 

Though  I  speak  with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of 
angels  and  have  not  love,  .  .  .  it  projiteth  me  nothing. 

-I  COR. XIII,  1,3. 

I  wish  I  knew  the  simple  words 
To  talk  with  fish  and  beasts  and  birds ! 
We  call  them  "  dumb  "  because  they  speak 
A  tongue  not  English,  French,  or  Greek  ; 
But  they  are  wiser  far  than  we, 
And  often  grieve,  it  seems  to  me, 
Because  we  folk  of  Tailor-Land 
Can't  answer  them  or  understand. 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN, 
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OCTOBER   29 

My  cup  runneth  over. 

—  PSALMS  XXIII,  5. 

What  service  can  we  render  thee,  kind  heaven, 
But  freely  take  what  is  so  freely  given  ? 
Thy  best  of  gifts  is  wit  to  keep  the  cup 
Wherein  thou  pourest  blessing,  right-side-up  ! 

—  CHARLES  GORDON  AMES. 

OCTOBER   30 

One  thing  have  I  desired  of  the  Lord,  that  will  I 
seek  after  .  .  .  to  behold  the  beauty  of  the  Lord. 

-  PSALMS  XXVII.4. 

Ay,  thanks  for  the  harvest  of  Beauty ! 
For  that  which  the  hands  cannot  hold  ! 
The  harvest  eyes  only  can  gather,  — 
Which  only  our  hearts  can  enfold. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

OCTOBER  31 

He  that  soweth  bountifully  shall  reap  also  bounti 
fully. 

-II  COR.  IX,  6. 

God  gives  us  with  our  rugged  soil 
The  power  to  make  it  Eden-fair, 
And  richer  fruits  to  crown  our  toil 
Than  summer-wedded  islands  bear. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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;4  borne  whose  sunlight  warms  the  heart 
A  hearth  by  happy  childhood  blest; 
Nor  discontent  will  dare  intrude 
Where  love  's  a  constant  guest. 

—  MARY  PARK  BANCROFT. 

His  store  of  nuts  and  acorns  now 
The  squirrel  hastes  to  gain, 
And  sets  his  home  in  order  for 
The  winter's  dreary  reign. 

'Tis  time  to  light  the  evening  fire, 

To  read  good  books,  —  to  sing 

The  low  and  lovely  songs  that  breathe 

Of  the  eternal  spring. 

—  ALICE  GARY. 


NOVEMBER  1 

His  tender  mercies  are  over  all  bis  works. 

—  PSALMS  CXLV.9. 

Comrade,  where  wilt  thou  be  to-night, 
When  the  loosed  storm  breaks  furiously  ? 
My  drift-wood  fire  will  burn  so  bright ! 
To  what  warm  shelter  canst  thou  fly  ? 
I  do  not  fear  for  thee  tho'  wroth, 
The  tempest  rushes  through  the  sky  ; 
For  are  we  not  God's  children  both, 
Thou,  little  sand -piper,  and  I  ? 

—  CELIA  THAXTER. 


NOVEMBER  2 

Faithful  is  be  that  calletbyou. 

-  I  THES.  V,  24. 
We  but  obey 

One  that  calleth  us,  far  away. 
He  calleth,  and  calleth,  year  by  year, 
Now  there,  now  here ; 
Ever  he  maketh  the  way  appear. 
Dear  little  birds,  he  calleth  me 
Who  calleth  thee ; 
Would  that  I  might  as  trusting  be. 

—  HARRIET  M.  KIMBALL. 
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NOVEMBER   3 

Here  shall  thy  proud  waves  be  stayed. 

—  JOB  XXXVIII,  11. 

Now  may  I  turn  and  go 
Inland,  contented,  slow, 
Musing  a  lifetime's  leisure 
Over  an  inward  treasure, 
For  mine  eyes  have  seen  the  sea  ! 

—  CHARLOTTE  PORTER. 

NOVEMBER   4 

And  all  thy  children  shall  be  taught  of  the  Lord. 

—  ISA.  LIV,  13. 

Now  there  is  always  more  to  learn ; 
How  history  does  grow  ! 
And  every  year  brings  something  new 
Which  children  ought  to  know. 

—  ABBIE  FAR  WELL  BROWN. 

NOVEMBER   3 

My  kindness  shall  not  depart  from  tbee. 

—  ISA.  LIV,  10. 

These  are  the  days  when  birds  come  back, 
A  very  few,  a  bird  or  two, 
To  take  a  backward  look. 

—  EMILY  DICKINSON. 
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NOVEMBER  6 

Before  they  call,  I  -will  answer, 

-ISA.  LXV,  24. 

Once  more  the  liberal  year  laughs  out 
O'er  richer  store  than  gems  or  gold  ; 
Once  more  with  harvest-song  and  shout 
Is  Nature's  bloodless  triumph  told. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

NOVEMBER   7 

Giving  thanks  always  for  all  things  unto  God. 

—  EPH.  V,  20. 

One  little  word  can  change  our  life  complete, 
And  make  our  days  as  if  of  honey  sweet, — 
"  Thanks ! "  Thanks  to  God  who  reigns  in  bliss  above, 
And  thanks  to  all  the  souls  we  fondly  love. 

—  WILLIAM  BRUNTON. 

NOVEMBER  8 

She  layeth  her  hands  to  the  spindle  and  her  hands 

hold  the  distaff. 

—  PROV.  XXXI,  19. 

Still  glows  the  sunset's  altar  fire 
With  crimson  flame  and  heart  of  gold, 
And  faith  uplifts,  with  strong  desire 
And  deep  content,  the  hymns  of  old. 

—  MARGARET   E.  SANGSTER. 
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NOVEMBER  9 

If  ye  endure  chastening,  God  dealeth  with  you  as 

with  sons. 

—  HEB.XII,  7. 

Truth  crushed  to  earth  shall  rise  again ; 
The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers ! 

—  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 


NOVEMBER   1O 

Our  father  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  thy 

name. 

—  MATT.  VI,  9. 

My  little  craft  sails  not  alone ; 
A  thousand  fleets  from  every  zone 
Are  out  upon  a  thousand  seas  ! 

And  so  I  do  not  dare  to  pray 
For  winds  to  waft  me  on  my  way, 
But  leave  it  to  a  higher  will 
To  stay  or  speed  me. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

NOVEMBER   11 

Their  children  remember  their  altars  and  their 
groves  by  the  green  trees  upon  the  high  hills. 

—  JER.  XVII,  2. 

Things  above  them  they  divined 
Thoughts  of  God  forever  true, 
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And  the  deathless  Compact  signed, 
Building  better  than  they  knew. 
Building  liberty  not  planned, 
Law  that  ampler  life  controls, 
All  the  greatness  of  our  land 
Lying  shadowed  in  their  souls. 

—  FLORENCE  EARLE  COATES. 

NOVEMBER   12 

TJyy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God. 

—  RUTH  1, 16. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  who  walkest  there 
Where  God  first  taught  my  feet  to  roam, 
Breathe  but  my  name  into  the  air, 
I  am  content,  for  that  is  home. 

—  PHILIP  HENRY  SAVAGE. 

NOVEMBER   13 

Thou  hast  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth  :  thou 
hast  made  summer  and  winter. 

—  PSALMS  LXXIV,  17. 

Hushed  the  bird-voices  and  the  hum  of  bees, 
In  the  thin  grass  the  crickets  pipe  no  more ; 
But  still  the  squirrel  hoards  his  winter-store 
And  drops  his  nut-shells  from  the  shag-bark  trees. 
—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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NOVEMBER  14 

He  knoweth  the  way  I  take.     When  lie  bath  tried 
me,  I  shall  come  forth  as  gold. 

—  JOB  XXIII,  10. 

Silently,  one  by  one,  through  the  infinite  meadows  of 

heaven, 
Blossomed  the  lovely  stars,  —  the  forget-me-nots  of  the 

angels. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

NOVEMBER   13 

/  will  greatly  rejoice  in  the  Lord. 

—  ISA.  LXI,  10. 

T  is  love  and  kindness  alone  can  fill 
Our  hearts  with  the  joy  of  living ; 
And  ages  wait  but  to  do  the  will 
Of  the  loving  and  the  giving. 

—  HELEN  JOSEPHINE  WESCOTT. 

NOVEMBER   16 

Walk  worthy  of  God. 

—  I  THES.  II,  12. 

Remember  all  the  happiness 
That  comes  your  way  in  living ; 
Forget  each  worry  and  distress ; 
Be  hopeful  and  forgiving. 

—  PRISCILLA  LEONARD. 
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NOVEMBER   17 

He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  answer  Mm. 

—  PSALMS  XCI,  15. 

When  winds  are  raging  o'er  the  upper  ocean, 
And  billows  wild  contend  with  angry  roar, 
T  is  said,  far  down,  beneath  the  wild  commotion, 
That  peaceful  stillness  reigneth  evermore. 

—  HARRIET  BEECHER  STOWE. 

NOVEMBER   18 

The  Lord  is  my  helper;  I  will  not  fear  what  man 
shall  do  unto  me. 

-  HEB.  XIII,  6. 

Then  to  side  with  truth  is  noble  when  we  share  her 

wretched  crust, 
Ere  her  cause  bring  fame  and  profit,  and  't  is  prosperous 

to  be  just. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

* 
NOVEMBER   19 

Thy  darkness  shall  be  as  the  noonday. 

—ISA.  LVIII,  10. 

Talk  not  of  sad  November,  when  a  day 
Of  warm,  glad  sunshine  fills  the  sky  of  noon, 
And  a  wind,  borrowed  from  some  morn  of  June, 
Stirs  the  brown  grasses  and  the  leafless  spray. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 
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NOVEMBER  20 

As  he  thinketh  in  his  heart,  so  is  he. 

—  PROV.  XXIII,  7. 

How  happy  is  he  born  and  taught 
That  serveth  not  another's  will, 
Whose  armor  is  his  honest  thought, 
And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skill. 

—  HENRY  WOTTON. 

NOVEMBER  21 

Live  in  peace,  and  the  God  of  love  and  peace  shall 

be  with  you. 

—  II  COR.  xm,  n. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace 

To  silence  envious  tongues. 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's, 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's. 

—  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 

NOVEMBER  22 

They  helped  every  one  his  neighbour ;  and  every  one 

said  to  his  brother,  Be  of  good  courage. 

—  ISA.  XLI,6. 

Where'er  a  single  slave  doth  pine,  , 

Where'er  one  man  may  help  another,  — 
Thank  God  for  such  a  birthright,  brother,  — 
That  spot  of  earth  is  thine  and  mine  ! 
There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand ; 
His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland ! 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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NOVEMBER  23 

O  come,  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord. 

—  PSALMS  XCV,  l. 

Come  list  to  a  song  for  the  Harvest : 
Thanksgiving  and  honor  and  praise 
For  all  that  the  bountiful  Giver 
Hath  given  to  gladden  our  days. 

—  JOHN  WHITE  CHADWICK. 

NOVEMBER  24 

Let  us  come  before  Us  presence  with  thanksgiving. 

—  PSALMS  XCV,  2. 
Over  the  river  and  through  the  wood, 

To  Grandfather's  house  we  go. 

The  horse  knows  the  way 

To  carry  the  sleigh 

Through  the  white  and  drifted  snow. 

LYDIA  MARIA  CHILD. 

NOVEMBER  25 

/  will  pray  the  Father,  and  he  shall  give  you  another 
comforter,  —  even  the  spirit  of  truth. 

—  JOHN  XIV,  16,  17. 

When  courage  fails  and  faith  burns  low, 
And  men  are  timid  grown, 
Hold  fast  thy  loyalty,  and  know 
That  truth  still  moveth  on. 

—  FREDERICK  L.   HOSMER. 
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NOVEMBER  26 

Before  honour  is  humility. 

—  PROV.  XV,  33. 

I  feel  the  earth  move  sunward, 
I  join  the  great  march  onward, 
And  take  by  faith,  while  living, 
My  freehold  of  thanksgiving. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

NOVEMBER  27 

Underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms. 

—  DEUT.  XXXIII,  27. 

His  hand  that  shuts  the  flowers  to  sleep, 
Each  in  its  dewy  fold, 
Is  strong  my  feeble  life  to  keep, 
And  competent  to  hold. 

—  CAROLINE  ATHERTON  MASON. 

NOVEMBER  28 

He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  answer  him. 

—  PSALMS  XCI,  IS. 

For  we  must  share  if  we  would  keep 
That  blessing  from  above, 
Ceasing  to  give  we  cease  to  have, 
Such  is  the  law  of  love. 

—  RICHARD  CHENEVIX  TRENCH. 
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NOVEMBER  29 

This  is  the  promise  that  he  hath  promised  usy  — 

even  eternal  life. 

—  I  JOHN  II,  25. 

.  .  .  O  men  of  grace 
He  who  sees  the  Master's  face, 
Will  not  in  his  prayers  recall 
That  he  is  chastised  at  all. 

—  JAMES  FREEMAN  CLARKE. 


NOVEMBER  30 

The  word  of  the  Lord  endureth  forever. 

,  —I  PETER  1,25. 

The  sun  set,  but  set  not  his  hope  : 
Stars  rose  ;  his  faith  was  earlier  up. 

—  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 
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Lo,  by  the  hearth,  the  laughter  of  the  logs  — 
More  fair  than  roses,  lo,  the  flowers  of  fire. 
—  ROBERT  Louis  STEVENSON. 


All  round  about  our  feet  shall  shine 
A  light  like  that  the  wise  men  saw, 
If  we  our  loving  wills  incline 
To  that  sweet  Life  which  is  the  Law. 

So  shall  we  learn  to  understand 
The  simple  faith  of  shepherds  then, 
And,  kindly  clasping  hand  in  hand, 
Sing,  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! " 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


DECEMBER   I 

Thou  hast  been  a  refuge  from  the  storm. 

-ISA.  XXV,  4. 

T  is  the  time  of  the  year  for  the  loving-cup, 
When  the  holly  berries  shine  ; 
And  with  shout  and  song  of  man  and  maid, 
The  cedar  and  fir  we  twine. 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 

DECEMBER  2 

A  small  one  shall  become  a  strong  nation. 

—  ISA.  LX,22. 

For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on 
By  prophet  bards  foretold, 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years 
Comes  round  the  age  of  gold. 

—  EDMUND  HAMILTON  SEARS. 

DECEMBER  3 

Peace  I  leave  with  you,  my  peace  I  give  unto  you. 

—  JOHN  XIV,  27. 

Down  the  dark  future,  through  long  generations, 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  fainter  and  then  cease ; 
And  like  a  bell,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibrations, 
I  hear  once  more  the  voice  of  Christ  say,  "  Peace !  " 
—  HENRY  WORDSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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DECEMBER  4 

How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of 
him  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  that  publisheth  peace. 

—  ISA.  LII,  7. 

The  angels'  song  in  the  skies  of  old 

At  last  is  echoed  of  men ; 

The  "  beautiful  feet "  have  come,  have  come, — 

Christ,  go  not  back  again ! 

Nor  linger  there  on  the  mountain-tops : 

Come  down  to  the  plain,  the  shore, 

To  the  noisy  mart,  to  the  plotting  kings,  — 

Wander  the  wide  earth  o'er ! 

—  WILLIAM  CHANNING  GANNETT. 

DECEMBER  3 

Praise  the  Lord  from  the  earth  —  snow  and  vapour, 
stormy  wind  fulfilling  his  word. 

—  PSALMS  CXLVIII,  7,  8. 

When  mother  takes  the  fairy-book 

And  we  curl  up  to  hear, 

Tis  "  All  aboard  for  Fairyland !  " 

Which  seems  to  be  so  near ; 

For  soon  we  reach  the  pleasant  place 

Of  "  Once  upon  a  Time," 

When  birdies  sing  the  hour  o'  day 

And  flowers  talk  in  rhyme. 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN. 
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DECEMBER  6 

Break  forth  into  singing,  ye  mountains,  O  forest, 
and  every  tree  therein. 

—  ISA.  XLIV,  23. 

Strong  grows  the  oak  in  the  sweeping  storm : 
Safely  the  flower  sleeps  under  the  snow : 
And  the  farmer's  hearth  is  never  warm 
Till  the  cold  wind  starts  to  blow. 

— JOSIAH  GILBERT  HOLLAND. 

DECEMBER   7 

Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  the  least  of  these, 

— ye  have  done  it  unto  me. 

—  MATT.  XXV  ,40. 

She  dropped  for  bird  and  beast  forlorn 

Her  little  store  of  nuts  and  corn, 

And  thus  her  timid  guests  bespoke : 

"  Come,  squirrel,  from  your  hollow  oak,  — 

Come,  black  old  crow,  —  come,  poor  blue-jay, 

Before  your  supper 's  blown  away ! 

Don't  be  afraid,  we  all  are  good  ; 

And  1  'm  mamma's  Red  Riding-Hood !  " 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

DECEMBER  8 

He  that  loveth  his  brother  ahideth  in  the  light. 

—  I  JOHN  II,  10. 

The  crest  and  crowning  of  all  good, 
Life's  final  star,  is  Brotherhood. 

—  EDWIN  MARKHAM. 
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DECEMBER  9 

In  heaven,  their  angels  do  always  behold  the  face  of 

my  Father. 

—  MATT.  XVIII,  10. 

The  baby  has  no  skies 

But  mother's  eyes, 

Nor  any  God  above 

But  mother's  love. 

His  angel  sees  the  Father's  face 

But  his  the  mother's,  full  of  grace, 

And  yet  the  heavenly  kingdom  is 

Of  such  as  this ! 

—  JOHN  BANNISTER  TABB. 

DECEMBER   10 

Thou  art  my  trust  from  my  youth. 

-  PSALMS  LXXI,  5. 

Children,  sing  to  one  whose  love 
Broods  your  merry  days  above  ; 
Lift  your  tuneful  voices  high 
To  our  Father  in  the  sky. 

—  MARGARET   E.   SANGSTER. 

DECEMBER   11 

Yea,  the  darkness  hideth  not  from  thee. 

—  PSALMS  CXXXIX,  12. 

True  friends  shine  out  like  stars  in  winter  nights 
And  make  the  very  darkness  beautiful. 

—  ROBERT  BEVERLY  HALL. 
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DECEMBER   12 

He  shall  feed  bis  flock  like  a  shepherd. 

—  ISA.  XL,  it. 

I  also  am  your  little  lamb 
Who  has  no  word  to  pray. 
Dear  Father,  will  you  bear  me  too 
Along  the  darkling  way  ? 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN. 


DECEMBER   13 

Arise  and  shine,  for  thy  light  has  come,  and  the 

glory  of  God  has  risen  upon  thee. 

-ISA.  LX.i. 

O  little  town  of  Bethlehem, 
How  still  we  see  thee  lie ! 
Above  thy  deep  and  dreamless  sleep 
The  silent  stars  go  by  : 
Yet  in  thy  dark  streets  shineth 
The  everlasting  Light ; 
The  hopes  and  fears  of  all  the  years 
Are  met  in  thee  to-night. 

—  PHILLIPS  BROOKS. 

DECEMBER   14 

Of  his  kingdom  there  shall  he  no  end. 

—  LUKE  1,33. 

The  inn  was  all  too  crowded  — 
Oh !  may  we  heed  this  sign, — 
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And  in  our  hearts  keep  ever 
A  place  for  the  divine. 

—  EMILIE  POULSSON. 

DECEMBER   15 

Whosoever  will  be  great  among  you  let  Mm  be  your 
minister.  —MATT.  XX,  26. 

Who  counts  his  brother's  welfare 
As  sacred  as  his  own, 
And  loves,  forgives,  and  pities, 
He  serveth  me  alone. 

—  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

DECEMBER   16 

The  fir  tree,  the  pine  tree,  and  the  box  together, 

to  beautify  the  place  of  my  sanctuary. 

-ISA.  LX,  13. 

Not  unguarded  is  the  throne  ; 

Chickadees  are  left, 

Pine  and  fir  trees  hold  their  own  ; 

Can  we  feel  bereft  ? 

Nay,  amid  the  snow  and  frost, 

Summer's  colors  are  not  lost. 

—  MARY  THACHER  HIGGINSON. 
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DECEMBER   17 

How  much  more  shall  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven 

give  good  things  to  them  that  ask  him  ! 

-  MATT.  VII,  it. 

At  Christmas  tide  in  Norway  land, 
Upon  the  house's  eaves  fast  bound, 
A  sheaf  of  wheat  is  firmly  set 
For  hungry  birds  that  flock  around. 

—  KATE  L.  BROWN. 

DECEMBER   18 

Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the  poor. 

—  PSALMS  XLI,  i. 

O  hemlock  tree!   O  hemlock  tree!  how  faithful  are 

thy  branches ! 

Green  not  alone  in  summer  time, 
But  in  the  winter's  frost  and  rime ! 
O  hemlock  tree !   O  hemlock  tree !   how  faithful  are 

thy  branches ! 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

DECEMBER   19 

His  name  shall  he  called  Wonderful. 

—  ISA.  IX,  6. 

Bring  in  the  trailing  forest  moss ; 
Bring  cedar,  fir,  and  pine ; 
And  green  festoon,  and  wreath,  and  cross, 
Around  the  window  twine. 

—  LUCY  LARCOM. 
163 


FORGET-ME-NOT  — DECEMBER 

^pBr^uraFaBTiffajrSrSFHFsnH?^^ 

DECEMBER   20 

Audio,  the  star,  which  they  saw  in  the  East  went 
before  them. 

—  MATT.  II,  9. 

T  is  the  time  of  the  year  for  the  sweet  surprise, 
For  the  blessing  we  did  not  see  ; 
Though  straight  from  the  infinite  love  of  God 
T  was  coming  to  you  and  me. 

—  MARGARET  E.  SANGSTER. 

DECEMBER  21 

Our  fathers  trusted  in  thee  :  they  trusted,  and  thou 

didst  deliver  them. 

—  PSALMS  XXII,  4. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang 

Till  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea  ; 

And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free. 

—  FELICIA  HEMANS. 

DECEMBER  22 

Ye  are  a  chosen  generation. 

—  I  PETER  II,  9. 

God  had  sifted  three  kingdoms  to  find  the  wheat  for 

this  planting, 

Then  had  sifted  the  wheat  as  the  living  seed  of  a  nation : 
So  say  the  chronicles  old,  and  such  is  the  faith  of  the 

people. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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DECEMBER  23 

She  is  not  afraid  of  the  snow  for  her  household,  for 
all  her  household  are  clothed  with  scarlet. 

—  PROV.  XXXI,  21. 

Little  fairy  snowflakes 
Dancing  in  the  flue ; 
Old  Mr.  Santa  Claus, 
What  is  keeping  you  ? 
Twilight  and  firelight, 
Shadows  come  and  go, 
Merry  chime  of  sleigh-bells 
Tinkling  through  the  snow; 
Mother  knitting  stockings 
(Pussy 's  got  the  ball ! ) 
Don't  you  think  Winter 's 
Pleasantest  of  all  ? 

-THOMAS  BAILEY  ALDRICH. 

DECEMBER  24 

Behold,  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy. 

—  LUKE  II,  10. 

Within  the  hall  are  song  and  laughter, 
The  cheeks  of  Christmas  glow  red  and  jolly, 
And  sprouting  is  every  corbel  and  rafter 
With  lightsome  green  of  ivy  and  holly. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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DECEMBER  25 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 

good-will  toward  men. 

—  LUKE  Il,i4. 

We  hear  the  Christmas  angels 
The  great  glad  tidings  tell ; 
O  come  to  us,  abide  with  us, 
Our  Lord  Emmanuel ! 

—  PHILLIPS  BROOKS. 

DECEMBER  26 

First  be  reconciled  to  thy  brother,  and  then  come 

and  offer  thy  gift. 

—  MATT.  V,  24. 

How  sweet  to  have  been  one  of  them, 
Those  children  ever  blest, 
Who  slept  so  near  in  Bethlehem 
When  Christ  came  there  to  rest ! 

—  ABBIE  FARWELL  BROWN. 

DECEMBER   27 

Such  as  I  have,  give  I  thee. 

—  ACTS  111,6. 

Since  friendship  is  a  thing  that  grows 
To  sturdy  height  in  northern  snows, 
Who  would  not  choose  December  weather 
Where  love  and  cold  thrive  well  together  ? 

BLISS  CARMAN. 
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DECEMBER  28 

All  things  whatsoever  ye  would  that  men  should  do 

to  you,  do  ye  even  so  to  them. 

—  MATT.  VII,  12. 

Shut  in  from  all  the  world  without, 
We  sat  the  clean-winged  hearth  about, 
Content  to  let  the  north-wind  roar 
In  baffled  rage  at  pane  and  door, 
While  the  red  logs  before  us  beat 
The  frost-line  back  with  tropic  heat ; 
And  ever  when  a  louder  blast 
Shook  beam  and  rafter  as  it  passed, 
The  merrier  up  its  roaring  draught 
The  great  throat  of  the  chimney  laughed. 

—JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 


DECEMBER  29 

Ye  shall  he  the  children  of  the  Highest. 

—  LUKE  VI,  35. 

The  holy  supper  is  kept  indeed 
In  whatso  we  share  with  another's  need ; 
Not  what  we  give,  but  what  we  share,  — 
For  the  gift  without  the  giver  is  bare ! 
Who  gives  himself  with  his  alms  feeds  three,  - 
Himself,  his  hungering  neighbor  and  me. 

—  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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DECEMBER   30 

We  have  a  building  of  God,  a  bouse  not  made  with 
hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens. 

—  II  COR.  V,  I. 

For  the  structure  that  we  raise 
Time  is  with  materials  filled  ; 
Our  to-days  and  yesterdays 
Are  the  blocks  with  which  we  build. 

—  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

DECEMBER   31 

• 
Thy  gates  shall  be  open  continually. 

—  ISA.  LX,  11. 

Rememb'ring  blessings  in  the  past, 
We  '11  firmly  trust  the  future,  too ; 
For  hope  and  mem'ry  closely  bind 
The  Old  Year  and  the  New. 

—  MARY  PARK  BANCROFT. 
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Happy  days 
Roll  onward,  leading  up  the  Golden  Year. 

ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet,  — 
Lest  we  forget  —  lest  we  forget! 

—  RUDYARD  KIPLING. 
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